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O H! for a Muſe with Cnunchtrr's vigour fraught, 
Whoſe ſtrength of language mark'd his ſtrength of thought, 
Who, where to numbers he tenounc'd pretence, | + 
Fill'd up the gap of harmony with ſenſe, 

Oh! that—but what avails this wiſh of mine, 


Whoſe narrow genius narrow bounds confine ? 
Tuo rude in fancy, why ſhould I deſpair, 
Since much depends on culture and on care? 36 

Vol. II. 317.20 os 
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Have we not ſeen the churliſh, niggard ſoil 
Requite the tiller amply for his toil? 
Seen the rough heath ſome fertile ſcene impart, 
And yield obedience to the hand of art, 
On rugged ſteeps diſcern'd the growth of taſte, 
Where young plantations flouriſh'd on the waſte ? 


In theſe gay times, when Pleaſure ſwells her fail, Wh 


That curves in concert with each wanton gale; 
When upſlart Folly, in her tinſel dreſs, 
Deſpiſes modeſt Merit in diſtreſs; 

When diffipation ſmooths the road to fame, 


And Vice is dignify'd with Virtue's name; 
Who would nat lewdly fink, for Faſhion's fake, 
The virtuous Chriſtian in the vicious raks ? 
That muſty thing call's Wiſdom who would prize, 
Since Faſhion makes it folly to be wiſe ? 
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In theſe gay times, when Honeſty toils hard, 

Yet ſeldom meets her mer ited reward; 

When ſhe, repairing to her humble ſhed, 

In filent ſorrow breaks her ſcanty bread ; 

Whilſt Villainy, un-halter'd, thrives apace, 

By conſtant habit mail'd againſt difgrace; 

Who would be honeſt, merely to ſecure 

Praiſe without bounty, which muſt keep him poor ? 

O ye choice minions! ye ſelected few 

Who know the world, and daringly purſue 

The path of lucre, tho? to reach that goal 
Ve firſt Aus pawn each virtue of the foul, 

Say, which is beſt—to be an active rogue, 


Or a dull paſſive creature out of vogue. 
Who would be righteous in theſe taſtey times, 


Since Faſhion ſanctiſies the worſt of crimes ? 
B 2 Not 
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Not to be wicked would be unpolite, 
Who ſins in taſte, muſt certainly be right. 


Come on then, Ye! whom Induſtry hath train'd, 
And Prodengs taught to huſband what ye've gain'd, 
Let Prudence, wary Prudence, be forgot, 

And daſh her name with an ungrateful blot : 
In patient mood let formal Buſineſs ſtand 
And hold the faithful ledger in her hand. 
When pleaſure calls, to light her tis as rude 
In you, as tis for Bus'neſs to intrude, 
Where-e'er the ſorcereſs attracts your view, 
Through ev'ry maze the ſorcereſs purſue : 
To diſtant regions ſhould the nymph invite, 
Let diſtant regions be your ſole delight : | 
With bounding heart aſcend her gilded barge, 
And riſk your all, dependent on her charge: 
Blithe 


. 
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Blithe curls the wave, and with delicious gales 
The light-wing'd Zephyr fans the purple ſails: 
In loving wreaths the clouds ſalute the (ky, 
And form romantic pictures for the eye: 
Aſcend her barge, and ſkim the liquid plain, 
Nor antedate the dangers of the main. 
Caution's a ſilly, tame, inſipid b 

The coward's virtue, and the coward's curſe. 
But, if your timid ſouls are loath to roam, 
Partake of pleaſure, more ſecure, at home. 

In yonder SQUARE the ſiren takes her ſtand, 


And views with pride a world at her command. 


A jocund ſmile adorns her beauteous face, 
And ev'ry motion's crown'd with ev'ry grace. 
The ſpendthrift Foppington, without regret, 
Pays tax to her, tho' he'll not pay a debt, 


And 
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And "IM like the moon, wich borrow'd light, 
Here ſhines in jewels borrow'd > the night. 
To check reflection, and to baniſh pain, 
Muſic applies her ſoft, enchanting ſtrain. 
Yet what a contraſt marks the motley ring, 
Where Winter limps a minuet with the Spring! 
Speak out, ye cits | the Muſe appeals to you, 
And, if tis poffible, for once be true. 
Gainſt peaceful Chaſtity doth Nature fight? 
And Danton thoughts to wanton acts invite ? 
Doth lewdneſs burn you with uncommon heat, 
And give your hearts the double, double, beat ? 
This pain and rapture do ye wiſh to quell, 
This mix'd ſenſation, this life's heav'n and hell? 
If this be ſo—where better can ye fly 
Than to the arms of punk of quality ? 

In 


> 
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In what more am'rous diftrif can ye find 
The mothers doatin and the daughters kind? 
Compar'd to theſe bright votaries of joy, 
Are not the nymphs of Covent- garden coy ? 
This truth your tongues ate backward to confeſs, 
Altho' your features, and your ſmiles, fay—Yes. 
Then quit your Alge Aron the Change repair, 
And breath the fragrance of a purer air. 
Who would not ev'ry other bliſs forego 
To taſte ſuperior bliſſes in 8— 
Come on, ye drones ! tis Fasnton leads the way, 


Hers to command—your duty to obey. 


gur, potent queen, with ev'ry ſkill is fraught, 
And ſhifts at will the various ſcenes of thought, 
"Tis the, who, with propriety and eaſe, 
Can be the moſt abſurd, yet always pleaſe, 
Can 
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Can place ev'n rudeneſs in a decent view, 
And make falſe Engliſh curreng as the true, 
Give to the fair, in all the ſwell of taſte, 

The round appearance of a pregnant waiſt, 
(Tho' ſome deteſt dear Nature's goodly plan, 
And love an eunuch better than a man) | 
Nay ev'n an the Scriptures force, 


Give CnR1$T the lie, and warrant a divorce. 


SHE caſts 0 tint o'er Phebe's pallid face, 
And o'er her eye-brows turns the arch of grace, 
But, ah ! ſhe cannot with her art ſupply -- 
The dim ene of her languid eye; 
That eye, where Love in ambuſh lov'd to dwell, 
And aim in cruel ſport his darts ſo well ; 
Whoſe look could make the men of ſenſe adore, 
And coxcombs bluſh, who never bluſh'd before. 

| Alas! 


Alas! 'tis faded, nor can time repair 

The damage which debauch hath planted there. 
Too much the nymph hath labour'd to diſarm, 
By midnight routs, the forge of ev'ry charm : 
Yet of her beauty ſhe is heard to boaſt, 

And Phebe thinks that Phœbe's ſtill a toaſt. 
Ah! how unlike the Phebe of the plains! 

The blooming Phebe, through whoſe healthy veins 
The ſtream of life, the rich blood, flows along 
With generous warmth, and dances to her ſong. 
She wants no jewel to adorn her head, 

No paint to ſtain her lovely cheek with red. 
Content with Nature; and with Nature's hue, 

She needs no Venice cream, or Naples dew, 
No compound eſſence o'er her muſlin pours, 


Or Perſian odours drawn from Engliſh flow'rs, 
To 
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To daintier folks the res milk allows, 

But wiſer ſhe prefers the milk of cows. 

No Chineſe paſte demands this humble fair, 

Or inoffenſive fluid for the hair; 

Such 945 reſource her mind is far above; 

Give her the chick—who will, may take the glove ®, 
Was ev'ry female like this artleſs maid, 

Warren and Ge. would ſoon leave off their trade ? 


When angry Winter pours his fury forth, 
And rides tempeſtuous on the howling North, 
| Rends the ftout oak, that ſtood for ages paſt 
Uncrack'd, and ſhakes proud ſteeples at a blaſt; 
Or, when he graſps an ice-bolt in his hand, 
Congeals the tide, and petrifies the land; 
When not a bird has vow'r to quit the ſpray, 


But fits benumb'd, and mopes its life away; 
When 


See the Advertiſements on theſe Occaſions, 
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When ev'ry beaſt in ſilent anguiſh lies, 

Silent, or moans the rigour of the ſkies; s 
Was Faſhion in a ſuit of gauze to dreſs, 

Would not the multitude her taſte confeſs ?- 

A ſuit of gauze who'd ſeruple to prefer, 


To ſhiver out of complaiſance to her? 


Earth's baren womb when Spring vouchſafes tobleſs, 
And ſplendid Summer wears her fulleſt dreſs, 
Or, when the dog-ftar, miniſter of death, 
Spreads his broad flame, and Nature gaſps for breath, 
Was Faſhion in a blanket to parade, 
Wrrxar might Rand unrivall'd in her trade. 

Oh ! then farewell the buckle form'd of paſte, 
And ſilken ſtocking, clock'd in glorious taſte ! - 
The ſmart-cock'd hat which charm'deach gazing belle, 


Th embroider'd coat, and waiſtcoat too, farewell ! 


* And, 


ag” 
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And, oh, ye ladies caps, puff d out ſo full, 
With tow'ring curls exuberant of wool, 

The flounce feſtoon'd, the pompous furbelow, 
And gaudy ſtomacher, to lure the beau, 
Farewell | for all theſe trimmings of a day 
To Faſhion's homely blanket muſt give way. 


She gives a foreign air to Engliſh cloaths, 
Fans. to the belles, and glaſſes to the beaux; 
Gives to the ſword-hilt all its proper due, 


Cocks to the hat, and buckles to the ſhoe; 
With happy ſkill new- models ev'ry toy, 


And keeps poor Pinchbecł's pate in full employ. 


Anon ſhe builds, erects her ſcaffold high, 
Divides apartments, and uſurps the ſky; 
With 
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With ſtrange connexion jumbles brick and ſtone, 


And carries London into Mary- bone. 


HER pow'r the reign of Luxury extends; 
Where ſhe begins, there all good order ends: 
The middling claſs in various troops combine, 
And pay their fond devotion at her ſhrine. 
ls it not known, too ſcandalouſly known, 

That many a whiffling tradeſman of the town 
Starts from his ſphere, and, aiming to be great, 
Rolls in his carriage to his country ſeat ? 

Nor is this all—he ſighs for ſomething more, 
For what's an equipage without a whore? 
Time was when Drugget was content to feaſt 
With wholeſome fare his temporary gueſt; 
When he with thanks, and appetite, could dine 


On ſolid pudding, and a plain ſir- loin; 


* 


And 


And, grac'd with all the tate of pipe, regale 
O'er pomeridian draughts of cheerful ale. 
Not fo the modern Drugget deigns to live, 
He taſtes, of all that Luxury can give. 
To pamper gluttons, and adorn his diſh, 
Woods yield their birds, and ocean yields him fiſh. 
In ſuch profuſion flow the coſtly wines, 
The choiceſt-produce of the choiceſt vines, 
As if his vaults could ſoon be ſtock'd again, 
And Putney join d the province of Champagne. 
Hence an conſum'd the profits of his trade 
In idle coſt, and impudent parade: 
Nor doth the coxcomb from the mode deſiſt, 
Till want records him on the bankrupts liſt 
And is a hankrupe ſuch an odious name ? 
Doth that rele the leaſt degree of ſhame ? 


Believe 
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Believe it not for Faſhion will allow 
A bankrupt is a ſort of title now. 
Then, Scandal ! ceaſe his conduct to defame, 


For none, but men of credit, bear the name. 


In this fine age, when Pride control diſdains, 
And will not bear the lock of golden chains, 
But mounts to garrets, free and unconfin'd, 
And takes poſlefion of a taylot's mind, 
Then to the darkling cellar bends her way, 
And bids the ſmirking oyſter-wench good day ; 
In this fine age, each action is parade, 
And ev'ry tradeſman bluſhes at his trade, 
Shop-keepers, now, are either broke or dead, 
And WAREHOUSS-MEN exalted in their ſtead, - 
Whilſt ev'ry nook, where ſcarce can turn a mouſe, 
Is call'd, abſurdly call'd, a Compting-houſe. 

| O Lox- 
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O Lonpox! happy in extent of fame, 

Where is the ſhore that has not heard thy name? 
In ev'ry diſtant quarter of the world 

Thy ſtately fail of commerce is unfurl'd ; 

Yet happier ſtill, if happineſs redounds 

When Merchants multiply, and wealth abounds. 
For, till this bleſſed time, when couldſt thou boaſt 
Of wealthy merchants ſuch a numerous hoſt ? 
Thy lanes they crowd, inhabit ev'ry ſquare, 

In ſtick- ſneds work, and occupy Rag-fair, 


O thou! who doſt with dark Oblivion dwell, 
Spleen-ftruck within her ſolitary cell, 10 
| Whoſe lazy blood can ſcarcely, ſcarcely creep, 
Numb' d as it were beneath the froſt of ſleep, 

If, in ſome lucid interval of thought, - 


The blaze of eminence thy mind hath caught, 
If 
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If ſprings thy heart with high elaſtic bound. 
Expands alert, and dances at the ſounßdſj; 
Emerge at once, and ſtruggle to be free, 

For London hath reſerv'd a place for chee 100 
That ſeat of eminence, where all things thrive, 
And ev'ry. bee may find a proper hv &; 
Thither repair, and-gratify thy bent, 


Nor doubt, once doubt, of being eminent. 
The little haberdaſher, ſpruce and cle, 


(Albeit ſome deem his occupation mean) 
That fawning, humble flave of ev'ry fan; 
The wriggling mercer, that half- lady man, 
Telling falſe tales of debts that he hath loſt, 
Then gaining moſt; when ſelling under cet; 
Sartoria's ſons, and Vulcan's iron race, 
And they, whoſe razors trim the ftubbl'd face; 

- Vole H. on bin ne All, 


* 
5 Þ 
6# JST & 


'+ FF, * 


18 FT AS HI O N. 


All, all, are eminent; but thoſe, who bawl - 
Sublime from chimney-tops, o er- top them all. 


Guided by Faſhion, whoſe uncertain ſway 
The low-great men, and great-low men obey, 
Each gentleman in trade (ſuppoſe him one 
Who deals in cheeſe, or who retails a bun 
Breeds up his daughter in the life of life, 
As if forme bond beifpolce ber far his iss 
And ſees in thought, chimerically wild. 
A future counteſs in his darling child. 
Scarce is the childiſh rattle thrown afide, 
But miſs muft have a Frenchman for her guide, 
And, in that langunge when ſhe's perfect grown, 
The lady's too well-bred to learn her o] n. 
Grown up, and fit in public to appear, 
| She chaſes pleaſure with a wild career: 
Undone 
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Undone by cards, and wanting means to pay, 
To ſome gay rake the falls an eaſy prey. 
Time flies revokeleſs, and the goſſip, Fame, 
With joy ſtands ready to divulge her ſhame, 
What ſhall he domrher credit to ſecuxe ? 
Marriage alone that credit can inſure. 
For want of fortune, hen her virtue's fled, 
Behold! a man of trade ſue deigns to wed. 
This ſhocks her pride, and be, fand ſoul ! can't hear 
Her daily calls for caſh without a tear: 
For her ſhall ſmoke upon the ſumptuous board 
All that the yazious ſeaſons.gan afford. 
What! ſhall his wife, a gentle-woman bred, 
Like common wives with common fare be fed? 
For her, whoſe ſqueamiſh palate is ſo nice, 
Daintias ſhall be oþtain'd at any price: 

__ For 
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That each hiſtorian's, or each poet's page, 
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For her choice taſte ſhall be conſum'd away 


A whole week's gains in leſs than half a day:” 


To trick her figure off, whatever yields 
Each variegated loom of Spittal-fields 


Shall the fond dotard buy, but nothing leſs 


Than royal tiſſues muſt compoſe her dreſs. 
Your vulgar lute-ftrings madam” cannot bear, 
They're only fit for Hbigails to wear. 

The huſband, with a rueful length of. face, 
Obſerves his little ſubſtance waſte apace ; 
Yet n the goes; "till he for want of bail, 
And want of caſh, is hurry'd to ajail, 


| Whilſt ſhe, fad refuge from immediate pain, 


Takes ready-furniſh'd rooms in Drury-lane. 


Such too isFaſhion's witchcraft o'er the age, 
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The public voice of early praiſe receives, F 

Tho' Dullneſs wrote, and Folly mark'd the leaves. 
Confiding in the ſanction of her name, 

The modern painter ſoars his way to fame. 

Lo! on her weathercock he ſits aſtride, 

And looks around him with a ſecret pride; 

There while the ſun beams kindly on his breaſt, 

And cheering gales ſalute him from the Weſt, 

He little thinks, to blaſt the clement ſkies, 

How ſoon the demon of the North may riſe. 


Amongſt the many frolics of the day, 
Which Faſhion, baby-like, delights to play, 
Few are but ſketch'd—(the Muſe in merry vein 
Hereafter may reſume the theme again, 5 
Unleſs 


"oe, 
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Unleſs ſhe thinks, gobd natur'dly fevers, ' 
On ſtrains more worthy of the piiblic eat) 
Theſe are-mere trifles—her ſubſtantial plan 
Is to record, und ſiehialize the MAN, * 2 
With rare acebpliſhments to More his mind, 
And make him ſhine the phœnik bf his kind; 
Tread the broad path, which Caution bids him ſhun, 
And ſtrain his utmoſt nerve to be undohe— 

To rost eich thought er virtue Froth his head, 
And plant miftaktn honour in its ſtead- 

To twiſt der cofds around his yielding breaſt, 
And preſs each kindred feeling into reſt— 

To ſpeed his courſe,” and npen him betimes 

In guilty kolkies, and more gtilty crimes. 
Since Faſhion chen ſuch wholeſome Taws inftills, 
And freely warrants what the paſſion wille, 

9 58 3 Away 


Away with Virtus —iend her to the ſchools, | 
And let her aws the herd of learned fools! 
There let her preach, till ſhe is out of breath, 
And lead a life above the dread of death; 

For fear of giving gentle-folks the ſpleen. 


Who ſometimes chills the boldeſt heart with fear, 
Begone—thou daw to ey y bliſs | avaunt! = 
Nor dare the ſteps of libertines to haunt, 

When Luſt invades, and parches up the ſoul, 

Bids tae man-brute in ſenſual pleaſures roll; 
Spurs him to meditate a deed of ſhame, 

And rob the virgin of the virgin's names 

With ſerpent. guile ſoft language to impart, 
And rend a miſerable parent's heart; 


* 
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Then vulgar Conſeience rudely intereedess, 
And pleads for Innocence, for V irtue pleads, 
With ſtrong conviction his hard boſom tears, 

And from his baſe deſign the villain ſcares. 

Is Conſcience then, the ſhallow blockhead's theme, 
That ſoils; O'Pleaſure ! thy refreſhing ſtrem, 
| That ſeeks each free emotion to annoy, 

And break the ſhining bubble of our jo; 
Is Conſcience then her pert advice to give, 
And dictate how a gentleman ſhould live? 

If ſo, adhering ſtrictly to that pla. 
EuoxiO might have been a worthy man. 
Mark! where the gallant, gay adventurer ſtands, 
Rich in the funds, and rich in fertile land. 
If titled birth, and length of ancient line, 


Have pow'r to make a mortal more divine, 
More 
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More honour'd than his fellow-creatures are, 
What boundleſs raptures muſt EuGento ſhare ! 
Was he his noble anceſtry to trace, 

And ſhew the pedigree that ſhews his race, 
How would it gall an ancient Briton's mind 
To think his lineage was ſo far behind! 

Yet, to attain perfection's noble end, 

EvGEn1o does not on his birth depend: 
Debauch'd by travel, he reſolves in haſte 

To act the Genius; and the man of taſte. 

On infamous New-market's famous plain, 
Where Folly betts, whilſt Knavery holds the rein, 
Where inconſiſtence gives a motley ſight, | 
As peers with grooms, and grooms with peers unite, 
Where all diſtinction's loſt, all order dies, 20 
As ey'ry head is bent on ev'ry prize, 
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Where rich and poor are equal for a while, 
And Buckborſe from his GRACE receives a ſmile, 
View him reduc'd, and quite prepar'd by ſweats 
To ride a match, and take up all the betts : 
How lank his carcaſs ! and how pale his mien 
Hew chang'd from red to white l from plump to lean! 
Methinks he looks, as, if through mere deſpair, 
Turn'd from ſome hoſpital to take the air. 
What! tho' he loſes ev'ry ſum he lays, 

*Tis loſt with ſpirit, as tis won with eaſe, 
Hence the large rentals of his large eſtate, 
Proofs of his folly, in'their fize abate ; 

For the huge folio, that could ſcarce contain 
The various tenures in his wide domain, 

That felt no loſs in his fore-fathers age, 
Contraſts acid undi 2d U Gan page. 
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The goodly manſion, at whoſe open doar 

Sat Hoſpitality to feed the poor, 

Where Carns, goddeſs of the golden corn, 
With amber draughts fill'd high the copious — 
he goodly manſion. is no more the ſeat 
Of ſocial oonverſe, and the welcome treat. 
No more Pomona, nectar- making laſa, 
Smiles in the cup, or ſparkles in the glaſs, 
Nor liberal Bacchus, with his jovial "EY 12 
And bearty laugh, exhilaraces the lk 

The thirſty man may thirſty walk ay, 

For Stingineſs, the butler, keeps the key. 


View him at A7 next, that rigid ſchool, 
Where tutor Cunning whips her pupil fool. 
What place than this an odder ſoene affords, 
Where pimps preſume to intermix with lords! 
As 
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As vermin oft, too oft, are feen to crawl, 
And taint the faireſt fruit upon the wall. 
But in this hallow'd age, no man, I ween, 
Can think a pimp's profeſſion to be mean. 
Stands he not high in favour with the great, 
Whilſt he can furniſh out the bawdy treat ? 
All, all, with him in ſeeming friendſhip league, 
This bold, ſucceſsful maſter of. intrigue. 

It may be wrong, impolitic in me, 

To dare avow my meaning frank and free; 
But from my ſoul may ev'ry comfort fly 

In that dread hour, when moſt I want ſupply ! 
When I ſhall wiſh, that from my purged ſoul 
(Before me ſtarts for her eternal goal) 

Sin, tho' cloſe faften'd now, may ſtingleſs fall, 
As did the viper from the hand of PAUuTI, 


The 
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The ſharpeſt pangs of miſery may I ſharey” / 
If truth not guides my tongue ! when I declare, 
Rather of coarſeſt food I'd take my fill, 
And drink my beverage from the muddy rill, 
Than in ſuch company accept a place, 
And at the board of Plenty pledge his Grace, | /. 

Now could I trace (but it would ſhame the times) 
The wild Eucen1o through a maze of crimes, 
Tell what vile arts he practis'd to enſnare 7200 
The harmleſs, unfaſpeſting eaſy fair, | | 
Whilſt he (damn'd fiend I) delighted to expoſe. / 
Her injur'd honour, and inſult her woes. 
Reflection will preſent her horrid views 
Too ſoon, and ſpare the trouble of the Muſe. 
Is this the man, whoſe parents wept for joy, 
When heav'n had bleſs'd em with an only boy, 

| Whoſe 
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Whoſe flatt'ring hopes miſled them to divine 
That he was born to propagate the line, 
Th' illuſtrious line, and, with peculiar worth 
Largely endow'd, to dignify his birth ! 
Is this the man, who ſhould have grac'd the age, 
And ſhone renown'd on Truth's.immortel page, 
Beneath whoſe tender, and indulgent care 
Genius prefag' his buds would bleScn fair | 
Miſtaken Genius | how could' thou expect, 
That he, who never knew thee, ſhould protedt ? 
Fled are thoſe fortunate, thoſe golden days, 
But now the Arts and Sciences decline, 
Deſtin'd perhaps in happier hours to ſhine. 


And drop the chiſel from ber nerveleſs hand 
; No 
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No longer able to exert her art, 
Strength, beauty, grace and feature, to impt. 
To the rough marble-—all her ſpirito fall, 
And Ather vob on either check turns pals, 
Even the half-form'd figure ſeems to lie, 
With ſinking muſcle, and dejected eye, 
s conſcious, that no plaſtic ſkill can warm 
Its trunk unfiniſh's into perfe& ſom. 


Nor leſs doth Painting feel the thock of grief 
But where, alas | can Painting find relief? 
Faſt, as each fine idea fills her brain, 
She drives esch Buse lien back again 
Strives to keep down what glowing Fancy hints, 
Her pencil breaks, and ſullies all her tints. 
How bold her figures from the canvas. fwell ! 
Where in each feature life · blood ſrems'to #well ; © 

| And 
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And with ſuch truth of nature are they wrought, 
That all appear-to-be'poſſeſs'd with thought. 

Her lab' ring paſſions gather'd to a ſtorm, 

Now ſee her cut, and mangle ev'ry form, 
And, whilſt Diſtraction rages in her mind, 
Throw ev'ry ſhining fragment to the wind. 


: Sweet Poetry, than whom no ſweeter maid 
Such laſting charms of beauty has diſplay'd, 
Whoſe gentle words, as my Cleora's; kind, 
Could reaſon down the phrenzy of the mind, 


And points the road to her infernal vault. 
O Heay'n ! 


| Diffuſe compoſure round the brow of Care, 

And cheer with hope the boſom of Deſpair 8 N 
| Sweet Poetry beneath a cypreſs lies, . 

| BH Wich locks diſhevell'd, and with ſtreaming eyes, 

| 

| 

1 

| 
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O Heav'n ! defend her from the hag malign, 

And o'er her ſenſes pour one ray divine, 

Or, er'e the fiend inthralls her in her chain, 

' Snatch, quickly ſnatch her to your realms again. 
Is this the wondrous maid, at whoſe beheſt 4 
Courage would leap into the coward's breaſt, 
Around his heart her flame was wont to roll, 

And thaw each frozen particle of ſoul ! - 

Can this be ſhe, whoſe all-pervading eye 

The vaſt of Nature could at once deſcry. | 

Too ſure it is—yet oh'! how ſadly chang'd! 
And from ber native folf. bow much df 5; 


Where is that life—but hark! aloud ſhe cries, 
And big with anguiſh ſupplicates the ficies, . 
Plucks from her head the wreath of with ring bays, 
And mourns the loſs of paſt, ol better days. - - | 
Vor. II. r Too 
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Too nicely fram'd, ſhe cannot brook: the thought, 
Without a cauſe, of being ſet at nought. 
Her friendly patron, whom the dearly lov'd, 

To her embraces hath a truant prov'd, 

In evil hour hath turn d unkind w ], 

And check'd the freedom. of her honeſt lay. 

Her torch of fancy ceaſes now to burn, 

Nor will ſhe light it more till his return. 


So, when the Sun withdraws his vivid flame, 
The golden flow'r, that bears his ſacred name, 
Through whofwfupport in daily Reps it rd 
And at-its dazzling altitude arriv'd, 

Shrinks in, and wraps its grandeur from the ſight, 
Defyondent at the gloom of coming night; : 
But, when the parent orb renews the day, 

And kiſſes from its face the tears away, 
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The flow'r, awakes, its lively leaf expands, 
And proud of ſtate magnificendly ſtagds, 

With fuper-added luſtre feems to ine, 
And glories in its origin divine 
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But hold - confounded I review my the me, 
Written, in pant, an written is dream. 
Said I, that Seulptare mournfuf took her ſtand, 
And dropp'd the chifel from her nerveleſs hand ? 
I ſaid, that Seulpture miowenfel took ker ſtand 
And dropp'd e chitel from her nerveleſs hand— - 
That Painting ſtroye to keep down Fancy's hints, 
Her pencil broke, and ſully'd all her tines 
Liaid—What ples this falftood can correct? 
Or what compenſate for this grofs defect? 
Far as conceſſion can for pardon fue, 
Yr GREAT] the criminal applies to you, 

D 2 
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"Lad bare, hi n l of the Nimes 

My recantation penitent I fign. 

But, whilſt the ſculptor: and the painter thrive, 

And from your bounty large ſupplies derive, 

Ah! let not Poetry neglected pine, 

And on the bed of Penury recline. 

Tho! oft in perils try'd, and tempeſt-hurl'd, 

She dates her birth coeval with the world. 

And once again illumine all her charms. 

She's worth your care—for when the marble buſt, 
By time corroded, crumbles into duſt, 

And ſpiders craw! athwart each ragged chink, 

When the dull portrait, with a blemiſh'd eye, 

Through the dim cobweb-lattice looks awry, 


The 


5 TT ͤ 
The cobweb- lattice wove by way of ſcreen, 

As if to hide what ought not to be ſeen, 

Sye'll then produce her fair, unſpotted page, 


And hand your figures down from age to age, 


Preſerve your memories from the vulgar doom, 
And bid your virtues telumph o'er the tomb; 

For ſhe confines not her extenſive rhyme 

To one ſhort fleeting century of time, 

But moves, O Death ! unhurt beyond thy 2 115 
And rides eternal on the wings of Fate. 


THE 


THE 


MOONLIGHT NIGHT. 


pa. ! emprefs of the ſtar-beſpangled ſky |! 
At thy benign approach Night throws aſide 

Her rayen-colour'd veſt, and from her cave 

Starts forth to viſibility. And now, 

With thy bright edging burniſh'd, on the eye 

5 The tree tops glitter ; hills, and vales, and plains 

Thy ſofteſt influence feel. The tir'd ox, 

| Forgetful of the labours of the day, 

Slumbers at eaſe beneath thy kindly beam, 

Tho” now the lamp, that late illum'd the day, 


Its 
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Its blaze withdraws to light up other worlds, 

I cannot weep its abſence, white this ſcene 
Invites to ſpeculation more reſin d. 

Witneſs this canopy of eluſter-d ſtars, 

In dazzling order ſpread, immenſely bright! 
Witneſs yon glitririg nburts;and valley Menn, 
Dancing beneath thy filver-ſhedding orb. 

Mute are the choral warblers of the day; 8 
Yet tho the choral warblers of the day 

No more ſymphoniots lull Attention's ea, 
And tho? nor linnet fings, nor laughing nn 
Shrill twittles from the ſpray O ſmiling Nicht, 
Still, ſtill, thou haft thy charms, while Philomel 
Is thine. Ah ! let me hear th" etatie ſwells 

By Ectho's voice return d- S fweet's the ſtrain, - 


The nymph enamour'd doubles ev'ry note, 


Save 
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Save ever and anon thy ſofteſt trill 

In imperfection dies upon her tongue. 
If aught of ſound the troubled breaſt can ſooth, 
And from its courſe avert'the tide of grief, | 
'Tis thine, thou ſweet muſician. © Tho thy dige 
Be querulous, yet does it fill the mind 
With ſolemn muſing and celeſtial wonder. | 

Nor yet I ſcorn, O Night, thy loving bird, 

As on her ivy-flaunting turret perch'd, 

Wooing thy brownelſt ſolitude, ſhe hoots, -  _.. 
To ſome diſcordant—yet again ere morn + 
Afﬀright thine eye, and rob me of thy note. 
Oh! *tis a pleaſing melancholy air, 

Which Fancy well may melodize. How oft 
From jarring ſtrings harmonious ſounds are drawn 


Turn 


TRR MoonticnT Nicorr. 41 


Tum upwards, eyes l and ſee yon flaming urch! 
How glos each ſacred light! Von falling ſtar | 
Behold—There-view-the Deity immenſe ;  - | 
'Tis he who ſhines in all, th' Eternal One, 
Who form'd and rules with awe the wondrous whole, 
Here let the atheiſt tremble as he looks, 
And bluſh into belief—But can there Her 
A monſter ſo abſurd ? Where art thou, then, 
O conſeienee Lock d in ſleep Then muſt thou wake 
In torments wrapt, when Death diſturbs thy dream. 


For know (poor crawling worm of little faith) 

Thou canſt not die the wretch that-thou haſt liv'd. 
Here let me gaze, and in the trance of thought 

Forget that I am mortal—But behold ! 

Alas! the proſpect leſſens, and each ſtar | 

From the fair face of ſun retires, eclips'd 


2 With 
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Wich luſtre more predominant, Farewell, | 
Sweet nurſe of Virtue, Contemplation ſage! 
For I muſt leave thee now. The bufy Day 
My ling'cing chides. I go, till Night's return, 
To plunge into that fea of fin—a buſtling world. 
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WHAT ! 'tho” thou com'ſt in ſable mantle clad, 
Yet, Winter! art thou welcome to my eye. 
Thee here 1 hail, the terrors round thee wait, 
And winds tempeſtuous how] along the ſky. 
But mall I then ſo ſoon forget the days 
When Ceres led me thro' her wheaten mines; 
When Autumn pluck'd me, with his tawny hand, 
Empurpled cluſters from ambroſial vines 
So ſoon forget, when up the yielding pole 
I faw aſcend the filver-bearded hop: 
When Suinwer, waving high her crown of hay, 
Pour'd ver the mead her odorif'rous crop! 


44 To WIN T E R. 
1 muſt forget them—and thee too, O Spring 
Tho” many a chaplet thou haſt weav d for me. 


For now prepar'd to quit th* enchanting ſcene, 
Cold, l Winter! I come all to thee. 
Hail to thy rolling clouds, and rapid ftorms ! 
Tho they deſorm fair Nature's lovely face. 
Hail to thy winds, that ſweep along the earth ! 5 
Tho' trees they root up from their ſalid baſe. 
How ſicklied over is the face of things! _ 
Where is the ſpice-kiſs of the ſouthern gale ! 
Where the wild roſe, that ſmil'd upon the thorn, 
The mountain flow'r, and lily of the-yale ! 
How gloomy tis to caſt the eye around, ; 
And view the trees diſrob'd of ey'ry leaf, 
The velvet path grown rough with clotting ſhow'rs, 
And ev'ry field depriv'd of ev'ry ſheaf 


How 
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How far more gloomy, o'er the rain-beat heath, 
Alone to travel in the dead of nicht! 
No twinkling ſtar to gild the arch of heav'n, 
No moon to lend her temporary light ; 
To ſee the light'ning ſpread its ample ſheet, 
Diſcern the wild waſte thro? its liquid fire, 
To hear the thunder rend the troubled air, 
As Time itſelf and Nature would expire. 
And yet, O Winter! has thy poet ſeen 
Thy face as ſmooth, and placid as the Spring; 
Has felt, with comfort felt the beam of heav'n, 
And heard thy vallies and the woodlands ring; 
What time the Sun with burniſh'd locks aroſe, 
The long-loſt Gra of Nature to renew, 
When pearls of ice bedeck'd the graſſy turf, 
And tree tops floated in the ſilver- dew. 


Father 
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Father of heav*n and earth! this change is thine : 
By thee the ſeaſons in gradation roll; 

Thou great omniſeient Ruler of the world! 
Thou Alpha and Omege of the whole ! 

Here humbly bow we down our heads to thee! 

_ *Tis ours the voice of gratitude t6-raife, 

Thine to diffuſe thy bleflings o'er the land; 
Thine to receive the incenſe of our AY 

Pure if it riſcs- fromthe: confoious heart, © 
— does the Sunbed live. 

Tho! fmalt for all thy love is man's return, 
Thou afkft no more than he has pow'r to give. 
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Tis now the dreary hour of night, 
When Darkneſs ſhuts the ſenſe of fight. - 

Where ſparkles now that florid grace, 

That ſat enthron'ꝰd on Nature's face? 


That golden flood of glory where, 


That ftream'd its luſtre thro? the air? 
That private, zephyz-quiv'ring ſhade, 
Where Thyrfis woo'd his lovely maid ? 


Alas! the ſun ! alas the hade! 


Where Thyrſis we'd his loyely: maid, 


Are vaniſh'd, and the wat'ry dyke 
And flow'ry bank have charms alike. 


The velvet lawn, the tree-topt hill, 
The fertile mead, the 3 rill, 


And all that lately pleas d my eye, 
In un- diſtinguiſh'd darkneſs lie. 
Oh Darkneſs ! each extreme degree 
Is reconcil'd alone by thee. 
What now avails Lacinda's eyes, 


That wont to dazzle and ſurpriſe? -- 1» * 


Or what the captivating charms -- 
Of Stella's lily-colour'd arms ? . 

| Since none the difference.can ſee, 
*Twixt beauty and deformity. 
Involv'd in terror, on his bed 

The wretch of guilt reclines his head, 


Reclines, 


On DARKNESS, 


Reclines, and wiſhes for-repoſe, + 7 


o 
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That friendly balm aof human woes. 


In vain— for gentle Sleep denise 
With magic wand to cloſe his eyes; 
And, ſhould he nod, he dreams deſpair, | 
And wakens to redoubl'd ee. 

Then ſpectred forms before him ſweep, 
Imaginary foes to ſleep, 

Whilſt ev'ry whiſtling breath of wind 
Adds deeper horror to his mind. 

He ſweats in tremor, ſinks his head, 

To ev'ry ſenſe of comfort dead: 

With pain reflects, attempts to pray, | 

And yearns to ſee the glimpſe of day. 

Not ſo the ſteady, tranquil man, 

Who as on Reaſon's virtuous plan; 


DARENE 
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No wild, fantaſtic thoughts control 
The ſettled firmneſs of his 


For thro? the gloomy veil of night | 
He ſees a conſtant, ſacred light, 
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TO whoſe heart pants bigh withardent youth, 
And health redundant—thee, thou ſon of earth 

Whoſe preſent fancy pencils future ſcenes 

Pregnant with happineſs remote; whoſe wit 

Is indigeſted as the ſick man's dream 5 - 

Whole jeſt impure, and mirth of folly born, 

Subſift at Reaſon's charge, the Muſe attunes 

Her monitory voice. Nor thou, becauſe 


Her finger is indocile to the lyre, | 
Reject her well-meant, tho' incondite ſong. 
E2 Doth 
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Doth love of pleaſure fire thy longing ſoul ? 

11 doth—Behold, then, where the ſyren ſtands 
With face deleQtable. On yonder fiream, 

Where not a wave diſturbs its eaſy lapſe, _ 

See, to the gale ſhe ſpreads her fin be, 

And beckons thee aboard her gilded bark. 

And wilt thou ſmile applauſe ? And wilt thou catch 
Her gorgeous painted bait ? Do ſmile applauſe, 

And catch her gorgeous painted bait; nor mind 
What from yon bright, celeſtial-burniſh'd 2 
That leaning angel whiſpers, nor regard 

The God within. Go! glut thy yearning ſoul |— 
Foe to thy peace] Why wilt thou take ſuch pains 
To unparadiſe thy mind | Deluded wretch ! 

But yet, a little while, repentance dire 
r The gilded bark, 
Which 
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Which thou ſo late aſcended; with a brow 

Of full feftivity, ſhall ſtrike againſt 

| The tempeſt-beaten rock of deep deſpair. 

Leaps thy fond heart for Bacchanalian joys, 
While diſtant, moſt voluptuous to thy thought ? 
Lo | where the light-ſoul'd ſons of "WES ſit, 
Triumphant over care; No frown their brow, | | 
No gloom their eye deforms, but all is life, 

All ſocial ſpirit, and confed'rate mirth. | 
Ha! dream'ſt thou ſo |—join thou the feſtive train, 
ue not 8 mon 
And be thyſelf the comet of the night. 
Then hie thee from this tumult with a bluſh, 
And call it all the paſtime of an hour ; 
Paſtime that dies, and dying leaves behind 


The fad reverſion of a thouſand ills. a 
If 
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If thou wouldſt build on Virtue's ſteady baſe 
Felicity's eternal manſion, now 
While vigour ftringy thy nerves, while fierce deſire 
To vicious deed impels, the pow'rful tide # 

Of ftrong temptation buffet. Soon the wave, 
That would o'etwhelm thee, ſhall fubfide, and fink 
Beneath thy weight ſuperior. But thou fayſt 
'Tis time enough, when age gives leiſure ſcope, 
To meditate repentance, Wrong not thus 

Thy cool deliberation. *Tis the thought 

Of fin, of folly: For what man can give 

To future life the inſurance of an hour ? 

Live well—the rectitude of living well 

The ſacred page informs, and then no cauſe 

Of penitence haſt thou. Faith with good works, 
Co- operating ſtrong through life's ſhort ſtage, 
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Each adjutant with each, ſhall far outweigh 

All common faults that human fleſb is heir to. 

Then think betimes, ere yet the evil days 

With flow, yet certain foot advance—ere yet 

The years, the hours, the inne mall arrive, 

« When thou ſhalt ſay, I have no pleaſure in them.“ 
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TEACH me, ob ſacred Muſe! for under thee 
Who would not wiſh to ſtudy ? Teach, I pray, 
That, whatſoever obj ect ſtrikes my fight, 
From thence thy young diſciple may grow wiſe. 
Aﬀords morality. The floping lawn, 
Where Nature ſleepe upon her velvet couch; 
The hill, firſt favour'd with Aurero's kiſs, 
- And lowly vale, where Plenty feeds her lambs, 


Convey their leſſons to refleting man. 
8 Bl Canft 
* 
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Canſt thou, Lothario, view the attendant flowrs 
Seenting the mead matur'd ? canſt thou behold 
The rivulet's liquid path; and on the hedge 
Contemplate the wild noſegay, and be dumb ? 
Will not thy mind vouchſafe to entertain 
Ideas moſt celeſtial ? For a while 
Into thyſelf deſcend.” Each purer thought | 
Collect. Whatever is terrene, refine. . 
Then ponder on the great, efficient Cauſe 
And let thy ſoul th' Omnipotent adore; | 
Where canſt thou dart thy eye, and not diſcern 
The Deity apparent? Search the grot, - + 
Trick'd with diverſity of ſhining ſhells, 
Which art deſpairs to imitate ; the rock, 


Radient with ſpar, and ev'ry weeping cave 
Of ſecret Nature; thou ſhalt find him there: 


Shalt 


3 . 
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Shalt find him great in his minuteſt work 


Vncireumſerib'd; as when with ſolar light 


He floods the plain of Ether, or aſcends 

The rapid whirlwind's moſt tempeſtuous wing: 
As great, as when the light'ning's livid ſheet 
He ſpreads, or with his red right arm be hurls 
The bolt of Heav'n, and ſplits the ſounding air. 
The very ſtone we tread upon, contains 

Of great Omnipotence a part. Confeſt 

To ſpeculative fouls, in bladed graf 

The Godhead ſhoots, and flows in ev'ry rill. 
That rude uncultivated bank of flow'rs, 

Around whoſe tender roots the creeping ftream 
Circles, nutritious, fills the muſing mind 

With wonder ample, and with thought ſublime. 
And doſt thou ſmile, Lothario? Call & thou this 


An 


Tur MOR ALIS 7. 375 


An obſervation trite! Trite tho' it be, 

'Tis uſeful, and the little narrow breaſt 

Extends, enlarges. ' Muſe, be not aſham'd 

Such doctrine to inculcate. For the mind, 

That eye of man, which (tho? the pall of night 
Envelope earth) ſhines with internal rays, 
Potent and clear, can ne'er enough admire 

The omnific Cauſe. 'Then folly, ſmile thou on, 
And I will pauſe to pity, and forgive thee, | 
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FP YPOCRISY ! than whom no ruder fend 
_ Fer pour'd her venom o'er the human heart, 

Avaunt ! thou vengeful ſerpent in diſguiſe, 

Nor "I unſham'd, to play an honeſt part ! 
Go! tell thy ftories to the herd of fools, 

Who love to litten to the flowing tale, 

Specious, 2s is the dimple on thy check, 

Soft, as the whiſper of the ank gale, 
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I ſpurn thy cobweb arts. For, taught by Truth 
To ſquare my actions by her golden rule, © 
Unmov'd I ſtand amidſt a frowning world, 

Nor fear the tongue of vulgar Ridicule. 

Proof againſt all the injuries of time, 

See ! where ſhe fits on Right's eternal baſe. 
Perpetual bloom her countenance adorns, 
For Hebe guards the luftre of her face. 

Plain, unaffected ſhines the decent nymph, 

And ſcorns the fupericial\Se6'6r Phils, - ©! 
Calm and ſerene ſhe fmiles her time away, 
Nor looks a thought that ſhe would wiſh to hide. 

Beneath her, Flatt'ry throws her maſk aſide, 
Kneels at her feet, and lays her boſom bare, 
Conſcious, that at the potent breath of Truth, 
Her rain-bow bubbles muſt diſſolve in air, 


Here 


62 S TANZ AS on TRur n. 


Wand be fogas viſits pay, 
Ye great, important authors of the age | 
And learn is nah is amamting.to complete, 
The pompous boaſting of each title page. 

Here too, ye deep-learn'd orators, attend, 

| And ſee, when weigh'd in Truth's unerring ſcale, 
How light appears the flimſy gloſs of words, 
How little quirks and flouriſhes prevail ! 

What boots it, that in Ciceronian ſtyle 
Talks the loud ſenator of patriot love, 

If through the ſine · ſpun cobweb we diſcern 
The ſentiments that Juſtice can't approve ! 

Arm me with Truth, and I'll not bluſh moet 
His proud deportment, and his ſcowling eyes, 
Securely cas d within her ample ſhield, * 
I'll tell the bold-fac'd villain, that he lies. 
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WRITTEN IN A WOOD, 


A SCENE, like this, can ſeldom fail to pleaſe, - 
Where friendly boughs a cooling ſhade diffuſe, 
Here on this turf let me recline at eaſe, , 
And hold fweet converſe with the h5jnvan Maſe: 
Thee let me worſhip with obedience true, 
Whom paſtoral ſimplicities adorn, 
When Eve puts on her ſandals waſh'd in dew, 
| When Earth receives the virgin kiſs of Morn. 
| Oh ! 
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Oh! let me frequent from the plains retire, 
And to thy private ſoothing grots repair, 

When ſultry Phebus, with meridian fire, 
Scorches the panting boſom of the air. 

Shey me, kind Druid, ſome pacific dale, 
From tumult lead my willing footſteps far, 

Nor let me hear the fadly-ſounding tale 

Ot armies victim'd in the field of war. 

On me, Ambition! mayſt thou never prey, 


Nor diſcompoſe one feature of my mind! + 


Enough! - thou ſnatch'd my Paridel away, 

Perhaps, ev'n now, while here the ruſtic ela 
I tune, contemplative o'er Nature's page, 

Thouſands ſtand forth in terrible array, 


And hoſts with hoſts in deeds of death engage. 
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Full many a tear to come will mothers ſhed, 
In all the raving impotence of woe ; 
And many a father, for his darling dead, 
Will feel the pang which none but fathers know. 
Happy for me, that underneath this ſhade 
I fit ſequeſter'd from the buſy throng ; 
Here ſtruggling rills rough gurgle thro” the glade, 
And liſten to the black-bird's mellow ſong. 
What tho' fair Irir e fits not on thy wing, 
Nor ſprinkles on thy breaſt her heav'ly dye, 
Sweet harmoniſt ! I'd rather hear thee ſing 
Than all the noiſy minſtrels of the ſky. 
Why dances thus yon butterfly ſo gay, 
Beating the air in many an idle ring ? 
Go, ſpread thy colours to the noon-tide ray, 
And bid the painter emulate thy wing. 
® Feigned to preſide over the Rainbow. 
Vol. II. A Loſt 
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Loft is the luſtre of thy ſilky veſt, 
Here, where no multitudes its gloſs deſcry ; 
Hence, where ſpectators may obſerve thee beſt, 
Nor hide thy tinctures from the public eye. 
With awful gloom the ſolemn place is fill'd, 
No ſplendid object ftrikes upon the fight, 
1. where the Sun, the dark- brown ſcene to gild, 
Draws his long meaſuring line of radiant light. 
High over-head is perch'd the clam'rous rook, 
Croaking harſh notes from her diſcordant tongue: 
With ſecret pleaſure ſhe ſurveys the nook 
Where ſhe has built the cradle for her young. 
| Here let me muſe, until my eye beholds 
The glimm'ring moon and brilliant ſtars appear, 
Until the laſt, low, tinkling of the folds 
No longer tremble in Attention's ear. 
Then 
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Then homeward let me meditate my way, 


Wrap' d in the ſilence of angelic chought, 


Each glowing orb with wondering eye ſurvey, 
And praiſe the great director as I ought, 


K 
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BACCHANALIAN, 


. Yr ſordid wretches l chain'd to rules 
As aſſes dull, and obftinate as mules, 
Whoſe minds ne'er knew one lib'ral thought, 
Back to your ſneaking miſerable cells ! 
Where narrowneſs of thinking dwells, 
With not one ſocial ſenſe of feeling fraught. 


There, free from tumult, free from ftrife, 
In filence doze, nor ſnuff the wick of life : 
But 


The B AC CHAN A LIAN. 69 


But ſlowly let it waſte away, | 
Whilſt cunning Prudence plauds the ſaving ſcheme, 
Nor let its flame ſo much as ſeem 


To caſt a glimpſe of one eccentric ray. 


Give me the man of blither ſoul, 
Whoſe ſpirits thro' an ampler channel roll; 
Who, ſpite of Method's drowſy plan, 
Will plunge alert into a ſea of joy, 
And float on active F ancy's buoy, 
And ſnatch at fleeting pleaſure whilſt he can. 


See yonder feſtive jocund band ! 
A neQar'd goblet gracing ev'ry hand. 
Mirth opes the ſtorehouſe of the ſoul, 
And on IIlnature turns the poliſh'd key: 
Sullen the demon limps away, 
Nor dares exert the function of control. 


 Fhither _ 
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Thither let me bend in haſte, 
And embrace the bottle's waiſt, 
Charms Anacreontic os, 
Quaffing to the god of love; 
Brighter bluſhes paint his face, 
And he looks a freſher grace, 
When with Bacchus he reclines 
Underneath his purple vines. 
How the jolly, hunting ſong, 
Emblematic, loud, and ſtrong, 
On Attention's organ dwells, 
And the force of care diſpels, 
Till the full-voic'd, burſting chorus 
Sets the fox and hounds before us. 
Sons of ſorrow ! quit your beds, 
Seek the path which Bacchus treads, 
Drown 
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Drown your avaricious notions 
In the claret's lively potions : 
Mind not what the miſer ſays, 
Folly *tis to earn his praiſe : | 


Or his conſtitution fails, 


Or his avarice prevails, 
Elſe he'd laugh, and quaff, and be 
Airy, tipſy, gay as we. 


AUTUMNAL' SONS. 


by ; 


1 * E woodpath is carpeted over with leaves, 
The glories of Autumn decay ; 

The goddeſs of plenty has bound up her ſheaves, 
And carried the harveſt away. 

With diſſonant guns, hills and vallies reſound, 
The ſwains through the coppices rove, 

The partridges bleed on the ery ſtubble ground, 
The pheaſants lie dead in the grove. 

To 
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To others ſuch paſtime, ſuch ſport I reſign, 7 
And fly to my heart's little queen, 
Her breaſt, with a ſympathy tender as mine, 
Will mourn ſo pathetic a ſcene. 
A keener enjoyment, my fair, we'll purſue, 
From a ſight fo deſtructiye remove, 


Let ſportſmen rejoice with the game in full view, 
Our paſtime's the paſtime of love. 


Together the true lover's knot let us tie, 
While youth reyels high in each vein, a 
When youth, and its pleaſing concomitants fly, 
The true Jover's knot will remain. 
Tho' age may creep on, and indenture the brow, 
Still then ſhall our conſtancy laſt, 
And, if we can't reliſh the feats we act now, 
X We'll think on the pleaſure that's paſt, 
A 
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Y ſwains ! that inſult o'er my woe, 


And make me the jeſt of the green, 
What I fuffer ye flenderly know, 
My Phillis ye never have ſeen. 
0 | the's lovely as thought can expreſs, 
As gentle and mild as the dove: 
I ſaw her—and who' could do leſs, 
I ſaw, and I could not but love. 
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I ne'er told her the anguiſh I bear, 
She might think me preſumptuous and bold; 
Ah! what nced of words to declare 
What my eyes muſt ſo often have told | 
How ſhall I my love recommend 
I may rob all her heart of its eaſe ; 
And ſure I muſt dread to offend, | 
Whoſe ſtudy is only to pleaſe. 


They tell me I'm penſive and grave, 


Not as formerly cheerful and free; 4 


All pleaſures contented I wave, 


That ſpring not, my Phillis, * thee. 
Nor riches nor grandeur I mind, 
Nor titles to flatter my pride; 
To me, if the Nymph is unkind, 
All the world's 2 deſart beſide, 
At 
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At each ſcene of the well - fabled woe, 
Where ſorrows ſo forcibly ſpeak, 
I mark'd the ſoft current o'erflow, 
And the tear gently ſteal down her cheek. 
I mark'd it! and, truſt me, ye fair 
It pleas'd me ſuch ſoftneſs to ſee. 
Can ſhe melt at a fancy'd deſpair, 


And not have compaſſion for me ? 


Her voice ſounds ſo ſilyerly ſweet, 
When ſhe tells me there's hope for her ſwain, 
My life I'd lay down at her feet | 


But to hear the dear accents again. 
In expreflion let others excel, 

My love is a ſtranger to art: 
It may be I ſpeak not ſo well, 

Yet, truſt me, I ſpeak from the heart. 
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May thy days to thy wiſhes be bleſt ! 
Mayft thou never have cauſe to repine ! 
Or, if ſorrows thy boſom moleſt, 
Oh! tell them, and they ſhall be mine. 
Will my fair one my ſervice deny ? 
My preſumption will Phillis forgive? 
Contented for her I could die, | 
With whom *twould be Horn to live, * 
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— ſovereign of the cheerful ſmile ! 
(Save when thy eye pours forth the ſtreaming tear 
Compaſſionate, as oft it doth, when Want 

In penſive mood, and tatter'd garb appears) 
Where ſhall I find thee? for thy ſacred ſtep 
The pow'r of ſecrecy attends and guards. 

O Fortune! Fortune! wherefore not to me 
Devolves thy golden tide? to me, whoſe hand 


Would turn thy flood into a thouſand rills. 
Why 
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Why on the barren rock, and niggard heath 

plays thy Favonian breeze? Why ſhines thy ſun 

To tip the dunghill with a beam of gold ? 

Why doſt thou ſtretch thy treaſure-laden hand 

To thoſe of no defert.—Y on ſordid wretch, 

Of narrow ſoul, behold, on whom thy gifts 

Are laviſh'd bountiful—behold, and bluſh ! : 

He ſhuts them from the light, nor heeds the cry F 

Of helpleſs orphans, as before his door 

They kneel imploring, with diſtreſsful tears | 

Softening the 10 hard flint. His harder heart 

Feels no emotion for another's woe. 

If, in the world to come, ſevereſt pangs 

Spontaneous crimes await, how much will mourn 
Beings unſocial, unbenevolent, 

This principle allies us to the ſtars. 
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Queen of the lib'ral, vaſt extenſive thought, 


0 T C H A RI r u. 
Its non- exertion, where the pow'r is giv'n, 
Looks hateful to divine and human view. 
And yet bow dances yonder miſer's heart 
Ignoble ! What from charity he holds 

He deems economy, and hugs the thought 
Of poſthumous applauſe, if by his will 

He gives the public what he cannot keep. 
Oh vanity of fame! I'd rather lie 
Tomb'd in oblivion, ere I'd have my name 
Engrav'd immortal on ſo low a baſe. 
Wretch as he is—tis oſtentation all | 

A pride, which gnaws his vitals up, and turns 
« The milk of human kindneſs” into gall. 


Sweet Charity! Oh! lead me to the cell 
Where haggard Famine o'er her dying race 


Sits 
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Sits weeping, whilſt on her uncover'd breaſt 
The cold rain beats there let me ſee thy hand 
Raiſe her dejected head, and give the means 
Of preſent comfort to her ſobbing ſoul: 

So ſhall my tears convince thee, that my heart 


Is prone to pity, tho? I can't relieve, 
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* buxom Nymph ! of ever- ſmiling mien, 
Whoſe voice is freedom, lib'ral as the breeze 
When Zephyr ſighs along the vernal Plains : 
Come, take me by the hand, and up the ſteep 
Of yonder mount conduct me. Shew me there, 
Far as the eye can reach, the wondrous ſcenes 
Of Nature's wide domain. Deſcending thence, 
Upon the valley's boſom let us lean _ 
With rapture inexpreſſible: for ſure _ 
The valley has its charms. Such, ſuch to me 
They 
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They ſeem'd but yeſterday. *T'was then I heard 
The low of oxen and the bleat of lambs 
In intermingled melody, with ſong 
Of birds united, and the chide of ſtreams, 
Or, if my fancy prompts me to reſide 
Amidſt the city's noiſe, be thou my guide. 
Together let us mix amongſt the crowd, 
Remark the buſtling multitude, and view 
The buſy ſons of Gain, Upon their brow 
In traces viſible ſits rugged Care, 
Knitting the frown of Av'rice. All ſtrive 
Thy liberty to purchaſe: yet, when bought, 
The ſordid luſt of lucre ſtill remains, 
Nor can the wretches e'er enjoy thy charms. 
How long muſt I invoke thee, baſhful maid ! 
Still, Rill foil me thou doſt avert thy face, 
| GO 
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INDEPENDENCE. 


0 buxom Nymph ! of ever- ſmiling mien, 
Whoſe voice is freedom, lib'ral as the breeze 

When Zephyr ſighs along the vernal plains : 

Come, take me by the hand, and up the ſteep 

Of yonder mount conduct me. Shew me there, 

Far as the eye can reach, the wondrous ſcenes 

Of Nature's wide domain. Deſcending thence, 

Upon the valley's boſom let us hoon | 

With rapture inexpreſſible: for ſure 

The valley has its charms. Such, ſuch to me 

They 
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They ſeem'd but yeſterday. *Twas then I heard 
The low of oxen and the bleat of lambs 

In intermingled melody, with ſong 

Of birds united, and the chide of ſtreams, 

Or, if my fancy prompts me to reſide 

Amidft the city's noiſe, be thou my guide, 
Together let us mix among the crowd, 
Remark the buſtling multitude, and view 

The buſy ſons of Gain, Upon their brow 

In traces viſible ſits rugged Care. 
Knitting the fromm of Av'rice. All Abe 
Thy liberty to purchaſe: yet, when bought, 
The ſordid luſt of lucre ſtill remains, 


Nor can the wretches e' er enjoy thy charms. 


How long muſt I invoke thee, baſhful maid ! 


Still, till from me thou doſt avert thy face, 
| G 2 
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And, ah! methinks you ſmile to ſee me wear 
The chain of ſervitude. Unhappy lot! 


Yet ſhould I not repine, did golden joys : 


Reward my toil equivalent. But oft b 


Diſtreſsful Induſtry unnotic'd weeps, _ 4 
Nor reaps the fruit ſhe earns, whilſt Indolence 
To tune of flutes, and all the minſtrelſey 

Oft laughing Mirth, fits circumfus'd with joy. 

O come, and I will burſt the hoſtile bar 


That ngw confines my ſoul, and ev'ry ſpark 
Of W fancy ſtifles. Let me tray 
Ofttimes at eve, when Veſper "IO his flame 
Pale o'er the twilight lawn. Then will I woo 
Celeſtial thought, while ſolemn Solitude 
Approaches gradual, in her mantle brown, 
Unheard and n Then, . Sol 
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The bluſhing Eaſt illumes, and wakes to mirth 
Each feather'd choriſter, and in the lap 


Of Natute pours his vegetative warmth, 


The morning breeze let me inhale. How ſyeet 
Her early breath ! Yet, oh] how ſweeter ftir 7 
When my Cleora's by! Smile, heav'nly mai nay 


As when I ſaw thee firſt. On me alone 

Shed looks compaſſionate, and I will bear 
Misfortune's bitter frowns, nor murmur aught, 
Save ever acid 608 8 yearning ſigh 1 


Will waft my ſoul to thee and Independence. 
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1 to whom Fortune hath bequeath'd her ſtore 
50 large, that Ay'rice need not wiſh for more, 

Whom Splendor whirls in her emblazon'd car, 

And Honour badges with her filver ſtar, 

Whoſe long deſcent, and titles ſounding high. 

Exclude the thought that thou waſt born to die; 

Canſt thou forget (tho? *tis but for an hour) 

The ſwell of pedigree, and glare of pow'r ? 

For 8 ſentiment renounce a while 


The court refulgent, and the royal ſmile, 


The 
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The gilded coronet, the dazzling veſt, 


The boaſtful motto, and the ſtately creſt, 

The blaze of heraldry, with all the charms 
That wait the pomp and vanity of arms ? 

Canſt thou from Pride's exalted throne deſcend, 
And hear a Muſe, who means to be thy friend ? 
Canſt thou—then let me whiſper in thyubar 

This ſolid truth—thou art no vulgar peer, 

And I ſhall ftrive in ſtrains of joy to pour 
Thy praiſes forth (tho? 'tis but for an hour} 


What is this life, that mortals idly crave ? 
The noi ſy paſſport to the ſilent grave, 
Each moment ſinks the value of the prize, 
And Death is daily marching *fore our eyes. 
Drunk with the joys of life, we heed him not 


Till fickneſs warns us of the common lot, 


The 
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The lot, which levels all on equal terms, 

And gives an olio banquet to the worms, 

That rudely gnaw, in undiſtinguiſh'd graves, 
The fleſh of emperors, and fleſh of ſlaves. 
Abaſhing, humbling thought! enough to force 
Strong-wing'd Ambition from her eagle courſe 
Enough to curb the ſelf-ſufficient will, 

And bid the luſt of earthly praiſe be ſtill. 

What is this life—a temporary ſtage, 

Where divers men in divers parts engage. 

The fleeting forms in quick ſucceſſion glide, 

As one moves off, his abſence is ſupply d; 

And ſhould ſome fav'rite actor quit the ſcene, 
Into his place another ſteps ſerene : 

Serene, and, full of ſelf, he tries to ſoar, 

And reach a height, that ne'er was reach'd before, 


Behold 
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Behold the wither'd, ſapleſs tree of fame, 

That boaſts no other virtue but the name: | 
Yet, by the dupes of adoration view'd, 

Its trunk appears magnificently rude : 

In ſhatter'd pomp it ſtill attracts the ſight, 

And warms each novice with a ſtrange delight. 
In vain—for fouls renown'd in ancient days, 
With greedy hands have pre-engroſs'd her bays, 
Each twig ſo rifl'd that no modern now 

Can find one leaf to dignify his brow, 

Yet tho” her branches gradually fade, 

Man till ſeeks refuge in her fcanty ſhade. 
Vain fooliſh man ! when all the precious fruit 
Is torn away, to reverence the root. 

Now turn we to the general account 


Of life, and calculate the whole amount. 
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My feeble Muſe attempts not aught that's new, 
But means to bring more forward to the view 
Scenes, which, might otherwiſe eſcape the eye, 
And in oblivion unregarded lie. 


Infancy, growing to the nurſe's breaſt, 
That fumes, and cries its little ſoul to reſt, 
By nature helpleſs, and diſpos'd to fret, , 
And wrangling even with its vital teat, 

In one ſhort minute vex'd, and pleas'd again, 
Exprefling pleaſure and expreſſing pain 
From the ſame cauſe, each bauble for a while 
Forcing a frown, and calling forth a ſmile ; 
Infancy, void of ſenſe, to reaſon blind, 

Marks out the firſt weak ſtate of human kind. 


'Ghildhoaod, but one remove above a fool, 
Whining, and whimp'ring as he lags to ſchool, 


Ignorant 
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Ignorant and ſulky, with malicious eye 
Watching each motion of each harmleſs fly, 
Contriving means that inſect to obtain, 

Then moſt delighted, when he gives moſt pain, 
In cruel laughter venting all his breath, 

To ſee it writhe in agonies of death; 
Childhood comes next, unable to provide 

The very bread with which he is ſupply'd; 
Extremely pleaſant, and extremely four, 

The changing idiot of each changeful hour, 
Till Reaſon dawns her intellectual ray 
Athwart his mind, and lights him on his way, 
Slow ſteals its influence, hard to be perceiv'd, 
Till fats confirm it, hard to be beliey'd. 

Thus round the dial moves the ſteady ſhade 
Unſeen, but by the progreſs it hath made, 


Thus 


gz A PROSPECT or LIFE. 


Thus imperceptible the river flows 

Thus peeps the bud, and thus the bloſſom blows. 
But who the growth, th' immediate growth can ſpy, 
Deſtin'd to mock the ken of mortal eye 

So Reaſon, by degrees, informs the hey; 

Yet ſtill he longs for ſome inglorious toy, 

Some toy, that Fancy holds before his eye, 

Or, if he quits it, quits it with a ſigh. 

When ſome few years have made the ſtripling bold, 
His rebel ſpirit ſcorns to be control'd, 

Half-boy, half-man, extravagantly wild, 

He breaks the ſhackle that confin'd the child, 
Looks grim defiance at his tutor's rod, 

And ſtands intrepid at a parent's nod, 

Pois'd *twixt the bladders of ſelf-conſequence 

He ſails aloft, and in the place of ſenſe 
Adopts 
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Adopts low cunning—on his mates below 
He looks with all the triumph of a foe, 


Till ſnaps the cordage, that upheld his weight, 


And down he drops a martyr to conceit. 


Youth, headſtrong youth, elate with pride, ſucceeds, 
Strutting, and vaunting of his mighty deeds 
Of hardy daring—deods that but declare 
How firm his nerves, . how tough his muſcles are, 
Plebeian boaſting ! him no rules can ſway, 
Nor Wiſdom guide, or menaces diſmay. 
Him Virtue cannot awe, for Vice alone | 
Hath warp'd his heart, and ſtamp'd him for her own. 
Oer-weening of the ſtrength that Nature gave, 
Slave to his whores, and to himſelf a flave, 
Too raſh to think, too prodigal of health, 


Of that as careleſs, as he is of wealth, 
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Onward he darts, impatient of a rein, 

And hunts down Pleaſure in the vale of Pain, 
With mad' ning tumult riots o'er the bowl, 

And damps each ſpark of reaſon in his ſoul, 

Nor, tho' the earth beneath his feet ſhould rock, 
And frighted Nature feel the dreadful ſhock, 

Tho' round his head the light'ning's flame ſhould glar 
And peals of thunder ſplit the vault of air, 

The dance of rapture would the wretch forego, 

Or check the mirth that muſt conclude in woe. 
But mark ! where Sickneſs draws her venom'd dart, 
And probes, with keenneſs probes his throbbing heir, 


Now ſinks the coward, all unfit to live, 


And wants that peace the world can never give. 
Conſcience, that Conſcience, which the mind ſuftains 
Firm, and undaunted on the rack of pains, 


Which 
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Which o'er the righteous pours a bleſſed ray, 
His pillow ſmooths, and turns his night to day, 
Withholds her viſit; and the finner knows 

No pauſe from woe, no comfort from repoſe. 
In vain with filent foot doth. ſoothing Sleep 
Around his ruffl'd couch attempt to creep, 
With friendly hand in vain attempt to ſpread 
The lulling poppy round his aching head, 

For guilt howls out the note of terror there, 
And bids the gentle deity deſpair, 

Away he turns, on heav'nly errand bent, 

And ſeeks the calmer region of content, 
Regards alike, where Virtue loves to dwell, . 
The ſplendid manſion, and the homely cell. 
Now ſinks the coward, all unfit to die, 

And for the firſt time deigns to lift his eye 


Ts 
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To that great Pow'r, whoſe ſtrength alone can ſave 
His fleeting life, and ſnatch him from the grave. 


Manhood, with huge importance over-grown; 
Thinks merit centred in himſelf alone, 
Strangely reſerv'd, and arrogantly proud, x 
Expects ſuperior homage from the crowd: 
Wiſdom, or Dullneſs in her ſhape ſerene, 
Hath ſtamp'd her prudent forecaſt on his mien. 
Caution preſents him with her book of rules, 
And tacks him to her catalogue of fools. 


Whate'er he doth, in form preciſe is done, 


For form and ſenſe he judges both as one. 
With what a grave ſolemnity of face, 
Dwelling on circumſtance, on time, and place, 
He quotes dull facts, or ſtories out of date, 


And cites old proverbs in each new debate. 
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To contradi& him would be full as bad, 

As to unlooſe the fetters of the mad. 

What fury then would ſhake his frantic ſoul, : 

That loves to give, but cannot take control 

Grant him but knowledge, and the man's your friend, 

Deny him that, and malice without end 

His boſom goads, nor will he ceaſe to aim 

& The ſhaft of ſlander at your ſpotleſs name. 

What knows the fool ?—Admit, that he's poſſeſs d 

Of all the knowledge that the human breaſt 

Ever enlarg'd, and let us once admit, 

That no man yet diſcover'd ſo much wit: 

What is't, but to be perch'd upon a ſtage, 

A ſurer mark for Envy's keeneſt rage? 

With giant ſtrides to bluſter to and fro, 

And glance contempt on vulgar dwarfs below ? 
Vor. II. TEE > H What's 


All other knowledge is mere ignorance, 


And fee him rack'd with agonizing pain, 
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What's all the knowledge that the dunce can have, 
If it extendeth not beyond the grave ? 

Who ſeeks to dignify his earthly elod, 

Himſelf muſt ſtudy, and muſt know his Gop. 
All other ſtudy paſſeth like a trance, 


Waſpiſh Old age, perverſe, and full of fear, 
Comes hobbling on, and cloſes up the rear. 
To hear the wretch in broken ſobs complain, 


To view man's nature in this ſtate forlorn, 
Thus low reduc'd, might make a ſavage mourn ; 
Palſy'd in body, palſy'd more in mind, 
Praying for death, and yet to live inclin'd— 
Mock d by his children —hated &en by thoſe 
Wuo moſt ſhould ſtrive to mitigate his woes, 
12 1 
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All with him dead, and his impatient heir, 

His eldeſt horn, and ance his darling care, 

Should ling'ring Death aegle@ his fire tp kill, 

In ſecret miniſtgrs the fatal pill. | 

Old age—but here 3 ſigh hegins &0 riſe, 

And the warm torrent gulhes from my eyes 
Wich Pity's rem my ſwelling heant runs o'er 
Grief ! give me c ſpite ar I can no wart. 


Are not theſe ſtages principally true, 
If comprehended in a general viev?ꝰ i 
Or is che picture, Which che hard hath made, 

Too thin gf light, and daſn'd too deep with ſhade * 
If ſo, tis drawn for ſome peculiar ends, 
And its companion ſuall make large amends. 


No tell me, Dives / why ſhouldſt thou be vain ? 
Why treat the meaneſt ſubject with diſdain ? 


Can 


. 
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Can all the pomp, or gingerbread of tate 
Thy ſoul ſecure, or ſhelter thee from fate? 
On ſordid riches fix thy gloating eyes, 
And on the ſtilts of earthly glory riſe. 
Go forth! in all thy rhetoric rejoice, 
Whilſt ah ſtateſmen liſten to thy voice. 
Outſtrip thy fellows in the race of Fame, 
And let them rear a ftatue to thy name. 
Be firſt in learning, triumph in diſpute, 
In parts excel, and ſtrike the ſenate mute. 
In all thou doſt, the ſons of men outvie, 
Time ſweeps along—yet thou and Time muſt die, 
Yet ere the latter yields his diſtant breath, 
What countleſs worlds will gorge the womb of death! 
But, wrap'd i in proud, magnificent parade, 


Thou thinkſt not on the wrecks that Time hath made. 
| Obferve 
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Obſerve yon ruin—once a goodly ſeat, 

The gay, ſuperb Exchange of all the great, 

Where Grandeur all her gorgeous ſtore diſplay'd, 

And Pleaſure dream'd on beds of roſes laid ; 

Where blooming Beauty view'd with amorous glee 

The warriour ſiching on his bended knee, 

Whilſt Mars and Cupid plauded the deſign, 

And bade the laurel and the myrtle join. 

There poliſh'd wit gave reliſh to the bowl, 

And Mirth electrify'd the languid foul. 

There tun'd his lyre the Handell of the day, 

And warbling virgins ſwell'd the ſprightly lay. 

But now no more the voice of Muſic thrills, 

No more the harp the wide apartment fills 

With tones melodious, and inſtead of thoſe 

The ow], dire-hooting, muxders Night's repoſe, - 
Whilſt 


| 


[ 
| 
by 
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Whilſt through the ragged ehink, or chaſm drear, 

The rough wind howls, 6? Whizzes on the ear, 

Blartk'd are the traces of each feſtive ſcene, 

Nor ſcarce à probf that merriment has been; 

Save that perhaps one ſole, furviving ſage, 

Gall'd with the double weight of want and age, 

Within the tharifion comfortably bred, 

Now farving on the bounties of the dead, 

Recounts the frolies there, which, when a boy, 

He ſaw, and now reiterates with joy; 

Then tells, oh fad reyerſe | that, with intent 

Right good, and bounteous, at an exſy rent 

His noble fnaſter plac'd Him in u farm, 

Where he continu'd happy, ſnug, and warm, 

Till the next heir, through ſordid luft of geld, 

Check d his fair hopes, and turn · d him from his hol 
And 


A PROSPECT ory LIFE. 103 


And, laſtly, wails the ruin of the place, 
Whilſt the tear ſtruggles down his furrow'd face. 


The ſpacieus marble floor, which nobles trod, 
Is now a filthy, rude, unſightly ſod, 
O'er-run with brambles, where the crawling toad 
Squat midſt the rubbiſh takes his rank abode; 
And on the walls, where ia majeſtic ſhow - 
Domeſtic pictures form'd a ſhining row, 
Where burniſh'd armour glitter'd on the fight, 
With all the various implements of fight, 
Sticks the dull lug, or op ſnail, 
Smears all it touches with its ſlimy trail, | 
Whilſt here and there the rambling weed is ſeen, 
And clinging ivy ſpreads its duſky green. 
Oh man! this view preſume not to deride, 
But let it mortify hy ſtubborn pride, 

The 
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Th* untutor'd ruſtic, as he paſſes by, 

Stops ſhort, and gazes with a curious eye; 
And, pauſing on this fragment of decay, | 
Forgets his whiſtle, and forgets his way: 

Swift o'er his mind he feels the ruſh of thought, 
And learns a leſſon, that he ne'er was taught. 


See! where Lethario lies conſign'd to fate, 
He ſtinks in dignity, and rots in ſtate. 
Such, Dives / ſhall thou be—and doſt thou ſtart 
Appall'd at Death, and tremble at his dart? 
Fear not—the warning Muſe ſhall ſet thee free, 
For ſhe has comfort in reſerve for thee. -- 
Believe her, when with boly rapture fir'd 
She ſays that life is much to be deſir'd, 
When ſpent according to a proper plan, 
And true Religion elevates the man ; - | 
When 
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When Charity, to no one ſe& confin'd, 

Glows univerſal in his generous mind, 

Like ſome large river, which in dearth of rains 
O'erflows its banks, and waters all the plains ; ' 
When Hope through dark*ning clouds begins to break, 
And keeps his drowſy faculties awake; 

Not that low hope, which rivetted to earth - 

Of wiſh'd events expects the future.birth, - ' - - 
(Tho' that's a bleſſing, which allays diſtreſs, 

And gives a preſent taſte of happineſs, 

Makes Labour cheerful, as he turns the ſoil, 

And chant his ballad'in the field of toil, 

Yet often baffles his minuteſt care, 

Eludes his graſp, and buoys him up in air 

To plunge him deep, and deeper in deſpair) 

But that ſure Hope, which in religion lies, 

And lifts beyond, how far beyond the ſkies! - 

The 
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The tow'ring ſoul—that Hope which Reaſon courts, 
And holds moſt dear, and which true Faith ſupports, 
"Tis this that calms our ſufferings below, 

And gives a luſtre to the face of Woe, 

The dying cheers, inſures eternal reſt, 

And pours a flood of tranſport o'er his breaſt, 

See, with what ſweet compoſure he ſuftains 

The fatal ſtroke, and triumphs o'er his pains ! 

His pious foul ſprings forward to be fre- 

5 Death ! where's thy ſting ! where, Grave ! thy vidr, 


Doth ſolitude, my friend ! thy boſom warm, 
And lent groves convey a ſecret charm ? 
Then ſeek the groves, where not a ſound is heard, 
Not een the tuneful warbling of a bird: 
But woo not privacy to ſcape the ſtrife 
And buſy buſtle of this noiſy life, 
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To ſhun dull vifitants, and fly from thoſe 
Whoſe converfation wearies thy repoſe. 
From narrow mearmefſs does that thought ariſe, 


And a too folfifh principle implies. 


The love of folitude inflames the mind, 
And ſprings from cauſes of a different kind. | 
Some with indifference are known to range, 
And ſeek it merely fot the fake of change. 
The vulgar wretch, who plac'd his bliſs in pelf, 
Who ne'er did good without an eye to ſelf, 
Who look'd on all things with a worldly view, 
Whom want purſues,” or threatens to purſue, 
Unable to endure the common jeer 
Of thriving neighbours, of the private ſneer, 
With all the rage of irritated ſpleen 
Retires inflated to the fylvan ſcene, 
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Retires, from haunting duns to be exempt, 

To hide his perſon, and avoid contempt. 

Here, whilſt the diſappointed mortal ſees 

The lights and ſhades beneath the verdant trees, 
Through various openings caſts his ſullen eyes, 
And with accurs'd, repining enyy ſpies 

The cattle grazing on the fertile plain, 

And fields producing large increaſe of grain, 

He growls at all which Providence deſign'd, 
And damns the ſocial ties of human kind, 


Strive then, my friend ! with nobler motives fir'd, 
At proper ſeaſons ſtrive to be retir d. 
Embowr'd in ſoft receſs, ſketch out ſome plan, 
That may relieve thy fellow creature Man. 
Diveſt thy heart from prejudice and pride, 
And public good from intereſt divide, 
With 
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With due propriety reſolve to act, 
And knit in ſtronger bands the ſocial pact; 
For all are born (whatever thou mayſt think) 

To join the general, and the ſocial link. 
But above all ('tis an immortal theme) 
Contemplate on the great, the good SUPREME. 
His love to man in filent thought explore, 
Bow down with meek ſubmiſfion and adore. 
Thy meditation farther on purſue, © - | 
And keep the bleſſed Saviour in thy view. 
Peruſe the laſting page of holy writ, 
That mocks the weak attacks of human wit. 
What heav'nly truths ! what lofty graces ſhine 
Thoughout the whale, and ſpeak the work divine! 
How far beyond what poet ever thought ! 
Or what the dry philoſopher hath taught ! 


. 
* ; Hence 
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Hence ſhall thls life be look'd an as a prize, 

And daily fireams of W ariſe. 

Hence, Daves ! ſhall thy fame, thy joys increaſe, 
Nor ſhall one real care diſturb thy peace. 

Hence ſhalt thou meet with Piety's reward, 

For heav'n will view thee with a dear regard. 


Then let not gaudy pomp inſlame thy mind, 
„And bid thee ſpurn the reſt of human kind. 
Be not deceiv'd-—Nability I prize, 
When he, who hath it, acts nat in diſguiſe. 
Our love it raiſes, or excites our hate, 
Juſt as the owner has deerecd its fate, 
And looks (as good or evil acts are done) 
A low'ring cloud, or an effulgent ſun. 
Yet know, tho coronets may grace thy roll, 
True greatneſs is the greatneſs of the ſoul. 
When 
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When Rowe due honours to her heroes paid, 


For acts of martial bravery diſplay'd; 

When in her ſenate ſhe was pleas'd to grace 
The gallant Mar1vs with a noble place; 
When inbred Merit, her peculiar care, 

Had rais'd the warrior to the conſul's chair, 


— 0 


Envy turn'd ſick — nor were there wanting thoſe, 
Who, tho' they own'd his virtues, prov'd his foes, 


Who view'd his perſon with an eye of ſcorn, 
Becauſe he was not to a title born, | 
And thought it a difhonour to their birth 

To mix with ſuch a mongrel ſon of earth. 

This touch'd his ſoul, and with a manly pride 
Thus ſpake the hero, and their taunts defy'd. 
„ PATRICIANS all! ho think ye have a right 
« My low, but honeſt parentage to ſlight, 


If 
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If want of birth illuſtrious be . ſin, 

cc Look back, and with your anceſtors begin. 
<« Be cautious how my lineage ye condemn, 
“ For, by reproaching me, ye libel them. 
Like me, they try'd the perils of the field, 
« Like mine, their breaſts with fortitude were ſteel'd, 
* Like mine, their labours, and like mine their worth, 
5 Alike their valour, and alike their birth, 

4 What but their virtues did their riſe create, 

« And made them brother-nobles of the ſtate ? 


« Your rank you owe to their exploits alone, 
«© Not to one ſingle action of your own. 
« »Tis true, they left you riches to enjoy, 
<« Statues and urns, and many a ſplendid toy 
« Of rareſt value—T have none'of theſe 
« To feed my pride, and gaze on at my eafe : 
| ; « But, 
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« But, in their place, I can produce a fight V 
« Of ſpears and ſhields preſented me in fight, 
« And ſhew a breaſt replete with wounds and ſcars 
« Receiv'd with joy in honourable wars. 
ce This is the ſole nobility I boaſt z 
« This the prime grandeur which I value moſt : 
6 *Tis felf-acquir'd, and I ſhould bluſh to wear 
« A title, that deſcends from heir to heir, 
&« Till ſome renown'd, diſtinguiſh'd act of mine 
% Made the dull gem with keener luſtre ſhine. 
“Plain is my ſpeech, nor is my humble ſtyle, 
e Specious like yours, adapted to beguile. 
I ner learn'd Greek—but, converſant in fights, 
" Pye learn'd to vindicate my country's Has, 


&© To rout her foes, her cities to defend, 


And, like a Roman, prove the Romans friend, 


Vor. II. 1 On 
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% On Virtue's ſacred baſe to build my fame, 
And fear no danger, but an evil name.” 
Hear this ye proud and let th' example warm 
Confeſs its force confeſs it, and REFORM. 


THE 


T HE 
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WHAT? tho' the Muſe with her ethereal wand 
Neꝰ er touch dme into fame, or lightly touch'd: 

Tho' unpropitious to my frequent pray'r 

She never wove a laſting wreath for me, 

Yet have I caught ſome ſcatter'd leaves of bay 

That fell unguarded from her open lap, 

And round my brow preſumptuouſly eatwin'd 


The precious remnants, blooming but to fade, 
Contented, tho* they wither'd on my brow. 


Your ſplendid portals, with feſtoons of flow'rs | 
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Purfled by Fancy, will you not unlock, 
Ye ſiſters amiable ! and give one glimpſe 
Of your enchanting Paradiſe —Ah no! 
For faithful Genius keeps the ſacred key. 


Then, Nature ! thou, thy rude rough pencil lend, 


Truth-faſhion'd—bear me to ſome rural cot, 
Far from the buſtling tumult of the town, 
And ſeat me in the Chimney-corner—ſnug, 
Where crackles bavinwood, or kindly beech 
It's gen'rous heat beſtows, or quadrate turf 
Burns dimly to the eye. Here pleas'd I fit 
Contemplative, and laugh at elbow-chair 
Of coſtly damaſk, edg'd with gilded nail. 
Ah ! what delights the carpet-cover'd floor 
Magnificent! Or that from Perſia's realm 
Imported o'er ; or that of humbler woof 


In 
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In looms Wiltonian / What! the marble hearth | 
Diverſify'd with many a mimic cloud, 

Or oftentatious of its azure veins, 

And ſhelf adorn'd with ſtrange unmeaning forms, 
If pure Content be wanting. This alone 
Silver's the pewter ſpoon, and by the aid 

Of that great alchemiſt, we Fancy call, 
Tranſmutes the baſeſt metal into gold, 

Content Oh pleaſing ſound ! thy very name 
My pulſe invigorates. In quicker waves 

Bounds thro' my veins the crimſon tide of life, 
And brighter looks the fluid of each eye. 
Whate'er of happineſs, Idea forms, 

Beams o'er my ſoul its influence benign. 

Tutor'd by thee, Grief thinks her burthen light, 
Great-reconciler of events that ſeem 


Im probable 3 


r . 
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Improbable ; for thro' thy mirror ſeen. 


Shade turns to ſubſtance, poverty to wealth, 
Queen of the placid brow, and eye ſerene ! 
On whom the gloomy, rain-impregnate cloud 
No terror ſheds, whoſe firm-emboſom'd heart 
The tempeſt-croaking raven cannot ſhake, 
Come, with thy ſiſter Patience—hither come, 
And lead me to thy cot, where Temperance, 


Thy handmaid, holds the decent cup of health, 


Here, to the cricket's intermitting ſong 
J liſten pleas' d: nor leſs grimalkin's purr 
Delights me, with the noiſe of chatt'ring jay 
In oſier baſket perch'd, beyond the reach 
Of little puppy yelping underneath ; 
Dame partlet, too, attended by her brood, 


Cackling her glee, the kitchen concert fills, 


Here, 
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Here, free from jargon, and the technie terms 
Of knowledge ſuperficial, I regale 
My noſe with Trimdauo, valu'd erſt 
By braggart Boi u. As oft the cloud 
Voluminous I raife, reflect I muſt - 
On thee, oh Gazrics | when in Dragger”s' form 
Thy droll addvwts.eveines te dene gb. 
Thanks to thee, fon of Nature! Much of mich, 
And much of intellect I owe to thee, 


Warm eled in humble veſt; the farce of dreſs 
I reck not, heedlefs- of the veering vane 
Of faſhion; Leave I that to playhouſe ſpark, 
Who loves to ſhine the comet of the night, 
Proud in baleony, foremoſt in the train 
Of fops, who Bunz their nonſenſe by the hour. 


Here, in my caxon, that diſdains a curl, 


The 
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The ceremonious tye of barriſter 
Loquacious, boaſting its redundant locks, 
I laugh to ſcorn. Externals I deſpiſe, 
Tho' character, much-fam'd for aſpe ſage, 
Nor leſs renown'd for vacancy of thought, 
Should ſtrongly plead for privilege of form, 
Formality—what's that ? a public cheat 
On common ſenſe—that ſtruggles hard to make 
Her ſpurious guinea paſs for ſterling gold ; 
Who, bankrupt like, rears high her haughty head, 
Bluſt'ring ſuperb, to catch the vulgar eye, 
And to elude Suſpicion's eagle-watch. 
But half the world are poſtitutes to form, 
And gravity of brow. Hence fwarms each ſtreet 
With ſculapian wings. The beardleſs youth 
Hight pharmacopoliſt, ere yet he knows 

The 
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The painted gallipot's contracted terms, 

His maſter emulates, and tucks his locks 
Beneath a load of ſcientific hair. 

Thus tonſor-arm'd, and dangling clouded cane, 
With ſolemn ſtep, and forchead wondrous wiſe, 
Stalks forth the great phenomenon abroad, 
Looking auguſt-importance. Hence the fee 

Of counſellor enlarges. *Tis the ſun 


1 That ſheds a luſtre round each dunghill thought, 


And to the barren boy, from guardian's chain 
Enfranchis'd, gives a Lytteltenian grace, 
Without it, what were medicinal ſkill, 

Or what the deep farrago of the law 

Who would commit his fever-burning pulſe 
To bag-wig doctor? Or who ſtate his caſe 
To chamber-counſel, if he wore his hair? | 


Mean 
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Mean time, with dumplin hard and bacon firm, 
The oblong culinary board is ſpread. 
Ceres is there in ſhape of luſty lo 
Aduft, adorr'd with mary x mark oblique; 
Device of koufewife : and the good old knight, 
So univerfally carefs'd, is there; 
Hight St John Barkycorn. In nappy ale 
Nut-brown he ſtands, inviting to the taſte. 
The clock ſtrikes three. In pour the ruſtic rout, 
And at the ſight of ſtranger doff their hats 
With complaifance uncouth. A native bluſſi 
Pictures each honeſt weather- beaten face, 
That rivets my regard. At length appears, 
With implement of labour in his hand. 
The farmer boon, and on his open brow 
Sits Hoſpitality array'din-ſmiles, 
While 
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White Health preſents him with her freſheſt roſe, © 
Fat Plenty round his ſwelling waiſt robuſt 
Her belt has buckled, and athwart his ſhoe 
Frugality has ty'd her leathern thong. 

Jocund he comes, Behind, his watchful dog 
Cloſe cringes at his heels, an emblem ſtrict 
Of rare fidelity. Bluſh, mortals, bluſh ! 
And learn one grateful lefſon from a brute. 
He comes. His dame ſurveys him with a ſmile; 
Firm token of his welcome. Round her neck 
His brawny arms he throws, and greets her welt. 
Then lolls in cuſhion'd chair; Nor long he fits 
Before he ſpies his friend, whom clouds of ſmoke, 
Pipe-ifſuing, at firſt from view conceal'd. 
Me narrowly he kens from head to foot, 
Then recolleQs the features he had loft - 

Of 
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Of guondam ſchoolfellow. What raptures then 
Enſue | The hearty manual ſhake, the hug 
Cloſe-griping, and the tear affectionate 

Dewing his manly cheek : ſenſation ſoft ! 

Real and tender, worthy Friendſhi 65+. GAR 

Now ſcenes of former proſpects ruſh to view, 
Heart-pleaſing. Fond enquiries then ſucceed 

Of brother playmates in the days of ſchool : 

And, while we talk of ſeparated friends, 

Some dead, and ſome to foreign climes remov'd 
Beyond Hope's teleſcope, deſcends again 

T he tear humane, and mutual is our grief, 

For mutual was our love. But come“, quoth he, 
Cheer up, nor let thy courage be caſt down, 
Thus runs the good old ſong. See there my friend, 
«© The table ſpread, and on't a ſav'ry hock, 


«© Rem- 
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« Remnant of flitch well-dry'd. Fall to,” quoth he, 
« And eat thy fill—right welcome as myſelf.” ?“ 
So ſaying, from his leather ſheath he draws 
His knife, but newly ground, and inſtant cuts 
A liver longitudinal, enough 
To ftartle invalid. To ſee him bolt 
The thick, firm ſlices down, with reliſh due, 
And gulp the fatt'ning bev'rage, rouzes up 
My ling'ring appetite The jovial train, 
Entrencher'd round, he views with eyes of joy, 
And univerſal merriment preſides. 

Here, Luxury, thou nymph of ſqueamiſh taſte ! 

Be preſent—from thy ſhaking, nerveleſs hand, 
Drop thy provocatives, and learn how much 


Of luſty Health on Exerciſe depends, 


The 
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The Dinner o'er, each to his ſtation hies 
Light-hearted. While before the chimney ſide 
Straddles my honeſt friend in eaſy chair, 

I creep to fav rite corner. There my pipe 
Pleas'd I reſume, and on my finger nail 
Knock out the remnant aſhes, Straight my hoſt 

Preſents his pouch, ſtuff d hard with Indian weed, | 
Fragrant as noſegay in the month of June 
Enters the houſewife with a jug replete 
Of home-brew'd, produce of the laſt year's crop, 
We drink—then gaily fill our clay-form'd tubes, 
And drink twice more before we light. So prompts 
Convivial maxim. Whoſo breaks this rule 
Subverts the chart of Bacchenalian mirth. 
To fragrant leaf we then the coal apply, 

And give it ſcope to burn, Aſcend the fumes 


5 
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In aromatic wreath, high over hand. 
Forming a clouded canapy. There trane d 
We ſit, nor eavy augbt beneath the Moon. 


Ye ſons of Care! on pinnacle of ſtate 
High elevated, hither turn your eyes, 
Look down, and pity if you can, Aygunt 
S Your garter d honours, and your titled names 
Y If for chele toys the unpolluted heart 
Muſt barter its integrity. Farewell! 
(When all the ſparks of honeſty are quench'd) 
Content of mind, that life of life below, 
And faithful index to the life to come. 
Farewell all mirth | the xetroſpective EY 
That on the roll of Mem'ry ſees. no ill 
In CarpiTAaLls recorded, ob, farewell! 


What 
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What can compenſate for the loſs of peace 
What lenient balm the torment can aſſuage "© 
Of troubled Conſcience ! or what opiate lull. 
To placid ſlumber, when Reflection keen 
Her bitter, counteracting potion holds! 
Ever, dear Honeſty ! be thou my guide, 

And I ſhall walk unerring. Guardian Peace 
Shall ſmooth my pillow then, and pleaſing dreams, 


Unknown to wicked Wealth, compoſe my mind. 


But fee! the daughter of my happy friend, 
The darling of his genuine love, advance, 
The child of Innocence, and by her ſide 
A lamb, aſſociate meet, whoſe head the pats 
In fondling attitude. The nurſeling meek 
Licks in return her ſoft good-natur'd hand, 
More pleaſing far this ſcene of rural life 


Than 
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Than all the ſtrokes the painter's pencil gives; 
'Tis Nature in its purity, and needs 

No artful light or ſhade to trick it off, 

Quick to her father's loving knees ſhe clings, 
And prattles amiable, The kiſs ſincere 
Of mutual love is intetchang'd. © Exceſs | 

Of tend'reſt rapture fills the mother's eye. 
Throughout the ſcenes of Nature, is there one 


Like this, that dawns ſuch gladneſs on the ſoul, 


And blis beyord copception, duc'of tba 
Who taſte connubial joys ? How ſweeter far 
The face of Cupid looks, when he vouchiafes 
To fit with Ehmen in the bow'r of Love, 
Than when he roams at large! Ye libertines ! 
Who in the fever of high ſpirits ſtray | 


Thro' Pleaſure's paths delufive, where the thorn 


Vor. II. K | Lurks 
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Lurks in the foldings of the roſe, oh! ſay, 

What are your tranſports when compar'd to theſe ? 
Painful fimilitude! For once confeſs 


Your conduct wrong. Confeſs it, and reform. 


Think not, ye few ſelect ! of letter d fame, 
Deep-vers'd in claffic lore, that Ignorance 
Reigns here: for on the decent cleanly ſhelf, 
Diſplays Religios her immortal page, 

From family to family tranſmitted down; 

And many a curious volume here is found 

Didactically penn'd; nor is there lack 

Of books amuſive, ſach as prompt the cheek 

To wear the Maple af 2 harmiefs finite; 

Such is my comfort, ſuch my honeſt joy, 

In rural Chimney- corner. Nor, ye Great 

On whom kind Fortune ſheds her welcome ſmile, 
My 
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My taſte deſpiſe. For, if at me ye laugh, 
Yourſelves ye ſatirize. Like me ye love 

The country's healthy fare. Like me ye prize 
The Chimney-corner, and at vacant hour, 

Eager as fiſh at fly, ye gladly ſeize 

Fair Opportunity. Behind your chaiſe 

The full portmanteau ftands, and down ye whirl 
Uneaſy, till ye reach your little vill, 7 
The ſolace of your ſouls; where Silence leads 
To moralizing Thought, and calm Content 
Denies old Care his entrance at the door. 

Away the demon fteers his weary flight, 

On cumbrous wings, to atmoſphere more denſe, 
And ſeeks his native manſion of the town. 
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The Beginning of the Firſt Book of ABEL, 
from Mrs. ColLveR's T. ranſlation. 

of SD na JESS 

| be mute the pipe, through which I breath 


The warbling melody of rural notes 
In paſtoral ſimplicity. No.more, 
Vocal by me, thy ſound ſhall charm the ear. 
To bolder ſtrains, diſdaining vulgar fame, 
I ſwell my voice. Prepare I to rehearſe 
What happen'd to the firſt-created pair, 
Since bliſsful Eden was no longer theirs; 
And to record on Memory's bright roll 
His name, who, victim'd by a e rage, 
His duſt firſt mingled with his native earth. 


7 Genius 
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Genius of Inſpiration ! hither come, 
And beam thy ſacred influence o'er my mind, 
Whoſe tow'ring wing uplifes the daring bard 
Beyond the ſtarry world, what time he fits 
In grove umbrageous ; watchful, while brown Night 
Sleeps on the lap of Silence, or when wrapt 
In thought, he muſes by the flow'ry fide 
Of ſtream, enlighten'd by the Moon's pale lamp. 
Seiz'd with a ſudden tranſport all divine, 


—— cy, — 


—— — 


Imagination ſoars an ample flight, 


f 
5 
i 
| 
| | 
. 


1 


On rapid pinions mounts the ſteep of air, 


Surveying Nature, and foreſees events 


— 2 — 


Remote, yet poſſible; with eagle- eye 

Meaſures the marvellous that ſtrikes the ſoul 

With force electric, and the beautiful 

That by degrees enchants. With treaſure fraught 
_ » Home 


' 
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Home ſhe returns, delib'rate to arrange 
And blend the vaſt materials ſhe has found, 
By Reaſon taught to chuſe and to reject, 
With wiſe economy ſhe keeps alone 

What forms ns Harmony's immortal baſe, 
Delightful this ! and worthy of the Muſe! 


Eternal honour to the ſtudious bard ! 
Who, to inſpire the heart with Virtue's love, 
Watches the graſhopper's nocturnal ſong, 
Till Morn ariſes .in her crimſon veſt, 
Poſterity will crown the poet's urn, 
Who dedicates the labour of his mind 
To Virtue and to Innocence. His name 
Shall ever liye upon the tongue of Praiſe, 
And Reputation, from her ſacred fane, 
Unfading Jaurels round his tomb ſhall wreathe ; 
While 
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While boaſtful trophies hy the victor won, 
Gnaw'd by the ruſty tooth of hungry Time, 
Shall ſhrivel up, and moulder into duſt; 
While the dead tyrant's mauſoleum ſtands 
Un-notic'd. (tho' ſuperb) in deſart wild, 
Where human foot has left no guiding path, 


Soon as Aurora ſhew'd her virgin's face, 
Roſe-tinQur'd ; ſoon as frowning Night witharę r 
Her hov'ring vapours, and the Lord of Light 
Shot his firſt ray, and tipp'd with burniſh'd gold 
The fable cedars of the mountain top, 
Empurpling o'er the half-enlighten'd clouds, 
Abel, and Thirza his beloved ſpouſe, 

Their leafy couch forſook, to ſhady boy's 

Retiring ; where the lilied jeſſlamine 
Diffus'd its curls, and kiſs d the bluſhing role. _ 
Shone 
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Shone in her ſparkling eyes of heav'n's own blue 
The mildeſt beams of tender- looking love, 

And virtue moſt immaculate, that gave 
Attractive graces to her damaſk cheek ; 

While her * treſſes on her neck of ſnow 

In ringlets waving, and adown her back 
Looſe-flowing with becoming negligence, 
Threw freſher luſtre o'er her lovely form— 
Thus walk'd fair Thirza by her Abel's ſide : 
Abel, whoſe forehead high was deck'd with ſhade 
Of comely ringlets of the paleſt brown, 


That o'er his ſhoulders in luxuriance play'd. 


As when an angel, charg'd with mild beheſt 
Of the A4 High, te view the raptur'd ſaint, 
Comes viſible in human form, and moves 


With eaſy dignity—thus Abel look'd, 


Thus 
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Thus Abel mov'd. A manly graceful air 

Of thought was added to his brow ſerene, 4 
Each heightening each; but yet the veil he wore 

So raviſhingly caught his Thirza's eyes, 

That thro” the veil the heav'nly angel ſhone. 


Thirza, with looks of moſt endearing love, 
Smile-beaming, fondly to her Abel cry'd: 


The birds awake, and chant their morning ſong, 
« Whilſt Eccho imitates the pleaſing notes. | 
No in theſe paſtures where rich Plenty ſits 
To feed her lambs, oh ! let me hear again 
„Thy hymn of yeſterday, Still on my ear 
«© Strikes the ſweet muſic. Once more let me catch 


<*« The ſacred ſound, and I will join the ſtrain 


<< That ſwells in holy praiſes of the Logp. 


Thy melody inſpires my bounding heart 
« With 


138 The DEATH or ABEL. 


With tranſports pious ; and to hear thee ſpeak 


© Thoſe exquilite ſenſations that I feel 

ac Yet cannot utter, is a bliſs divine, 

&« Equal almoſt to Paradiſe itſelf,” 

When Abe/ thus with tender chaſte embrace: 


« My lovely Thirza! thy requeſt I grant, 
© No ſooner do thy eyes divulge thy wiſh, 
& Than, to fulfil it, rapturous I burn. 

« 'Thus ever wiſh, that I, by anſwers meet, 


& May give thee proof of pure connubial love. 


Then ſeated both within the fragrant bow'r, 
Gilt by the ſplendor of the morning Sun, 
He bow'd himſelf to Heav'n—and thus began: 


Retire, O Sleep! from ev'ry eye retire ! 


Ye hov'ring Dreams, that vex the fetter'd mind, 


Evaporate ! 


: 
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Evaporate ! Once more her peaceful throne 
Reaſon aſcends, enlight'ning all the mind 

Like as the morning Sun the fertile earth, 

Hail to thy luſtre ! oh, reſplendent Sun, 

Who from behind the cedars pourſt thy beams, 
Irradiating earth Thy friendly rays 

Give life, give colour to Creation's face, 

And every ſcene with new-born glory ſmiles. 


Retire, O Sleep! from ev'ry eye. Retire! 
Ye hov'ring Dreams ! back to the ſhades of Night 
Retire !—Where now are fled the ſhades of Night? 
Fled to the inmoſt caverns of the rocks— 
In the thick-bow'ring grove for us they wait. 
There ſhall we find them, and their cool relief 
Shall give us ſpirits, while the flaming Sun 


Darts perpendicular his meridian fire. 
Sec. 
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See ! where the radiance of the new-born Day, 
Dazzling, firſt wakes the king of birds.—And ſee! 
Where on the glitt'ring ſummits of the rocks, 
And on the ſhining mountain's ſides, ſun-gilt, 
Riſe exhalations, mixing with the air 
Of morning pure, like as burnt-offering ſmoke 
From altars in thick ſpiral wreaths aſcends. 
Thus Nature celebrates returning light, 

And pays her Gop the ſacifice of praiſe. 

Let all things in exiſtence give him praiſe ! 
Praiſe him, what goodneſs infinite produc'd 

| All Nature, and whoſe goodneſs ſtill preſerves! 
Ye ſpringing flow'rs! gay-opening to the beam 
Of Heav'n, exhale your odours in his praiſe ! 
Grateful relarn the fragrance that bb gave! 

Ye wing'd inhabitants of ev'ry grove, 

With ſhade magnificent ! your little throats 


Inſtant attune melodious in bis praiſe,” 
| Who 
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Who gave you voice, who gave you melody! 
Let the majeſtic, lordly lion roar 
Tremendous, in Bis honour, while the ak | 
C Remurmur to the glorious, ſuriy ſound.” 

Praiſe GoD, my ſoul ! Creator! and Preſerver ! 
Before thy other creatures, Lord! be heard 
The voice of Man. Be gratitude his ſong ! 
In the grey twilight, at the morning's dawn, 
While birds and beaſts with Slumber's ſilken chain 
Are bound, oh ! may my ſolitary ſong 

Find due acceptance at thy gracious throne, 
And to thy laud invite Creation round, 


Creator ! and Preſerver ! of the whole 


How bright! how marvellous thy works | oh Go! 
The ſeals of Wiſdom and of Goodneſs pure 
Are ſtamp'd on all. Where-e'er I turn my eyes, 


Nought but the traces of thy bounty fills 2 
. y 
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My view capacious. Charm'd, ſupremely charm'd, 
Is ev'ry ſenſe, and all my foul is love. 

Weak, as Iam, O Gop! fain would I fing 
Thy praiſes, tho' unequal to the lay, 

Maker Omnipotent! What mov'd thee firſt, 

For ever happy in Thyſelf, to call 

Nature from nothing! Oh! what mov'd thee firſt, 
Thou Self-exiftent! from the crumbling duſt 

To raiſe up man, and animate his clay ! 

What! but thy goodneſs, and thy love divine! 
Him waſt thou pleas'd to give the breath of life 
For ſake of happineſs—O ſmiling Morn, 

In thee I ſee an image of the work 

Of Him, whoſe goodneſs lighted up thy charms. 
When the ſtrong-blazing God of day diſpels 
The horizon's vapours, and before his ſteps 


Drives ſcouling Night, all Nature ſmiles with joy, 
And 


The DEATH or ABEL, 143 


And feels the grateful, renovated change. 

The Almighty ſpoke. Silence, and Night, her twin, 
Heard his loud voice. At his divine command, 
Myriads of living animals emerg' d 

Forth from the teeming Earth. Flutter'd in air 
The feather'd warblers, joyfully diſplayd 
Their ſhining plumage, painted by his hanld, 
And fill'd the aſtoniſh'd woods with vocal praiſe, * 
Praiſe to the great [nfþirer of their notes. | 
Earth again liſtens to her Maker's Voice ! 

In ſhapes innumerous riſe the heaving clods | 

- Burſting to life and motion. O'er the turf, 

Dreſs'd in gay verdure, bounds the new- form'd horſe, 
And, neighing, makes kid ling, UMA thine, * 
Impatient from the cutnb'rous earth to tiſe, | 
Struggles the ſtrong-nery'd lion, king of beaſts, 


And tries his firſt, his formidable roar, 


Appears 
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Appears in motion, big with inward life, 


A lofty hill—it burſts—it finks again, 


And from it ſtalks, in majeſty of port, 


The wonder-moving elephant, robuſt. 


Theſe are thy works, Thou Great Omnipotent 
Each morn thy creatures, ſummon'd by thy call, 
Awake from ſleep, Death's image—They awake 
Surrounded by thy bounties, joining all 
Unanimous to chant thy glorious praiſe, 

The time will come, when thy immortal name 
From ev'ry corner of the earth ſhall ſound, 
Each hill ſhall be an altar to thy praiſe, 

"hand man, with wonder, on thy works ſhall gaze, 
Till Darkneſs ſhuts the tranſitory ſcene, 


LOVE 


I 
LOVE ron LO V 
OR THE 


AMOROUS STRUGGLE, 


AS I and Harriet, lovely maid, 


1 


To ſeek a vagrant lambkin ftray'd, 


- = n 3 


O'er hill, o'er dale, and grove, 
Beneath yon myrtle's fragrant ſhade, 
Upon the flow'ry turf was laid, 

Aſleep, the God of Love. 


Wak'd by her voice the urchin roſe, 
And from his painted quiver choſe 
Vor. II. L The 
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The moſt prevailing dart, 
With fatal ſkill his bow he drew, 
Swiftly the potent arrow flew, 


And pierc'd my tender heart, 


To Harri I diſclos'd my pain, 
I figh'd, I ſwore, but all in vain— 
Her heart was ſteel'd with pride: 
She bluſh'd, the frown'd, and cry'd—Give o'er, 
I'll hear this hated theme no more— 
And turn'd her head aide. 


Oppreſs'd with anguiſh and deſpair, 
Confus'd I left the haughty fair, 
And ſought the woodbine bow'r, 
Where Harriet oft alone withdrew, 
From rural ſports and public view, 


T' enjoy the evening hour. 
ws 6 When 
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When Phebus had his beams withdrawn, 

And glitt'ring dew=@fbps bath'd the lawn, 
Still penſive here I lay; 

When low ! the beautevus maid drew near, 


And eas'd my anxious breaſt of fear, 


As thus ſhe deigft'd to [ay : 


« Ah! cuſtom, cruel to out ſex! © 

« Why is poor Harriot forc'd to vek 
«© The ſwain het heart approves ! 

« Or why, with inſoltnt diſdain, 

« Should ſhe exult in Damon's pain, 


„ Whom more than life ſhe loves? 


« Ye powers! might 1 without control 
The ſoft emotions of my foul 
os is be « To 
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« To the lov'd ſwain impart, 
c Might I the tenderneſs diſcloſe 
Which in my faithful boſom glows, 
« Void of deluſive art 


& Aided by love, I'd fly to find 
& Damon the glory of mankind, 
„ And ſcorning mean diſguiſe, 
« To the dear youth I'd freely own, 
The ſighs, that roſe for him alone, 
« Chac'd lumber from my eyes. 


« Alas, fond girl! thy ſwain would ſcorn 
c The eaſy conqueſt; and forlorn 
cc Poor Harriet would be left; 


& Teer'd by each nymph that treads the plain, 


© Deſpis'd by each relentleſs ſwain, 


«© Of every joy bereft. &« Unhappy 


Or, The Au ok ous STRUGGLE. 149. 


« Unhappy ſex, by cuſtom taught 

cc To veil a virtue with a fault, 

&« And cover love with pride, 

&« With falſhood hide the heaven-born flame, 
„ With cruelty degrade a name, 

To no ſuch vice ally'd,” 


Grief ſtopp'd her tongue roſe in haſte, 
With tenderneſs the nymph embrac'd, 
And all my vows renew'd, 

Confuſion doubl'd ev'ry grace, 

The trembling bluſh, that deck'd her face, 
My ev'ry power ſubdu'd. . | 


Kneeling, I cry'd, dear Harriet! hear, 
Thy faithful vot'ry's ardent prayer, 
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My generous flame approve, 
No low deſires my breaſt debaſe, 
No time that paſſion can efface, 
Where reaſon cements love. 


Let not my fair retain a fear, 
This kindneſs makes thee doubly dear 
To Damen's grateful breaſt ; 
Propitious God of Love! inſpire 
My Harriot with thy genuine fire, 
And I'm ſupremely blef&. 


*T were vain, cry'd Harriat, to decline, 
My Damon / I am wholly thine, 


Here ever let me reſt; _ 
Propitious God of Love | infpire 
Our faithful breaſts with mutual fire 

And both are fully bleſt. 


| 
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(CHAGIOUS Pow'rs! convey me where 


No tumultuous throngs appear: 
Far from bus'neſs, far from noiſe, 
Far from Flatt'ry's ſyren voice, 
Far from Envy, free from care, 
Let me taſte the vernal air, 


Bear me to ſome ſilent — 
Sweet receſs of Peace and Love, 
Where each lofty ſacred tres 
Shrines ſame ſylyan deity, 
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Where ſecure the feather'd choir 


From the haunts of men retire ; 


Where the tow'ring beech's ſhade, 
Far projecting o'er the glade, 

Caſts a pleaſing gloom around, 
Where a thouſand flow'rs abound, 
Where the languid primroſe blows, 
And the purple vilet glows ; 


Where the balmy woodbine's charms 
Crown the oak's protecting arms, 
Where the fragrant hawthorn's bloom 
Far extends its faint perfume, 

Where the claſping ivy twines, 

And the ruddy king-cup ſhines. 


From 
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From a neighb'ring mountain's ſide 


Let a murm'ring current glide, 
From the moſly cliffs diſtil, 
Purling on in many a rill, 


Whilſt the lark's pindaric ſtrains 


Eccho o'er th' adjacent plains, 


Still to make the ſcene more falr 
Let my Delia meet me there; 
Delia's preſence would improve 
Ev'ry beauty of the grove, 
Give each flow'r a freſher dye, 
Brighter azure to the ſky, 

In the ſoft ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Soft Erato! heav'nly maid, 


With 
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Where ſecure the feather'd choir 


From the haunts of men retire ; 


Where the tow'ring beech's ſhade, 
Far projecting o'er the glade, 
Caſts a pleaſing gloom around, 
Where a thouſand flow'rs abound, 
Where the languid primroſe blows, 
And the purple viſlet glows ; 


Where the balmy woodbine's charms 
Crown the oak's protecting arms, 
Where the fragrant hawthorn's bloom . 
Far extends its faint perfume, 

Where the claſping ivy twines, 

And the ruddy king- cup ſhines. 


From 
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From a neighb'ring mountain's fide 
Let a murm'ring current glide, 
From the moſly cliffs diſti], 
Purling on in many a rill, 

Whilſt the lark's pindaric ſtrains 


Eccho o'er th' adjacent plains, 


Still to make the ſcene more fair 
Let my Delia meet me there; 
Delia's preſence would improve 
Ev'ry beauty of the grove, 

Give each flow'r a freſher dye, 
Brighter azure to the fky, 


In the ſoft ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Soft Erato] heav'nly maid, 
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With thy melting airs inſpire 
Me to ſtrike the warbling lyre, 
While the cavern'd rocks around 


Pleas'd return'd th* enchanting ſound, 


Venus, to complete my joy, 
Hither ſend thy potent boy, 


And in this auſpicious hour 


Let my Delia feel his pow'r; » 
Solitude can often move 


Hearts of adamant to love, | 


But what "RAIN can reyeal 

Joys which lovers only feel, 

When the ſympathetic pair 

More by looks than words declare ! 
What ſoft cares, and pleafing pains 


Hold each willing heart in chains 


Joys, 
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Joys, like theſe, ſhall bleſs the ſwain 
| Who can Delia's love obtain ; 

Delia, gen'rous, n free, 

All that woman ought to be, 
Judgment, mildneſs, ſenſe refin'd, 


Join to grace my charmer's mind. 


Roſeate health, fair peace, gay pleaſure, 

Sweet content, and balmy leiſure, 
Faireſt of thy ſex! be thine, 

Delia's heart alone poſſeſſing, 

Ever bleſt, and ever bleſſing, 


Let, ye Pow'rs, let this be mine, 
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18 trifling be the ſubjet—whilſt my verſe 
Flows innocent, to me the critic's voice 
Sounds light. In Index-learning deeply ſxill'd, 
Let him pronounce his ſentence as he liſts, 
Unmov'd II ſmile, nor wiſh for a reprieve, 


But meet my doom, as eaſy as my theme, 


Thou grand preſerver of the mortal toe 
From corns electric, tending to provoke 
The oath tremendous, and diſtortive ſcrew 


Eack 
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Each feature from the human face divine! 

Thy touch I welcome. To the gouty foot 
Sore vex'd with achings, and with tumours dire, 
Pleaſant adminiſter of eaſe, all hail ! 

Great are thy benefits, for when old Time 

Has made thy fabric ſomewhat worſe for wear, 
Serenely ſhall J fit in /ipper'd eaſe. 

Let the nice coxcomb grind his teeth with pain, 


Face-making, while poor Criſpin ſtrains and ſweats, 


In pulling on his maſter-piece of art, 


The pump dance-qualifying. But oh! my friend, 
(If thou from racking twich wouldſt ſleep ſecure, 
Or o'er the rough-worn pavement of the town 
Tread ſafe) ſuch ill ſpontaneous to avoid, 
Dive rather, where ſome cellar warm and ſnug 
Invites thee gradual, The vulgar taunt 

| Demands 
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Demands contempt : ne'er heed the low remarks 
Of purſe-proud Arrogance. Conſult thine eaſe 
From this, Life's temporary ſweet proceeds. | 
Or pump, or ſhoe doſt want? here's choice of both, 
Chuſe well, for on the right of choice depends 
Much future comfort. Or if pride prevents 
(That foe to honeſt deeds) and ſomething new 

Be correſpondent to thy taſte, behold, 

Whete in large flaming capitals ſuperb | 
Stands Yorkſhite Warchouſe ! fraught with calceament q 
Of largeneſs univerſal. Cheapen here, f 
And ſave that ſhilling, which the man of trade, 
Bred regular, would knaviſh! y demand. 

Thus ſaith Economy, and ſcorns Contempt! 

Or hear, and dread, what propheſies the Muſe: 

In my mind's eye methinks I ſee thy feet 

Cripp!' 
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Crippl'd and weak, protuberant with nodes 

Hard as the crabſtic, or the knotted oak; 

And, as you twiſt your features through the ſtreets, 
Methinks I hear the jeering ſchoolboy cry, 

te Here culetid Giles Gordon,*” whilſt the child in arms 
Screams out affrighted at thy hideous look, 

And in its nurſe's kerchif hides its head, 

Confeſs then, when new ſhoe has wrung your foot, 
In vain the needl'd + wight exerts his ſkill, 

You trembling all the while with ſhocking phiz 
Of multi-form diſtortion, uglier far 

Than Rackftraw chiſels out Philoſophers. 

In vain eradication is eſſay'd, 


The pungent corn returns. That too deſtroy'd, 


* Vide Spectator, Vol. iii, No. 153. 
+ The Corn-cutter. 


Another 
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Another ſtarts more areadful than the laſt, 
Thus, whey the daring ſinew-potent chief, 
Alcides call'd, attack'd his hydra foe, 

And greatly daſh'd each horrid head away, 
Another ſprung, and proudly mock'd his toil ; 
Nor had the hero (tho' robuſt of arm, 

And tough of heart, his vaſt enormous club 
Wielding more nimble, than the man of fame, 
Hight gladiator, brandiſhes his ſword) 
Accompliſh'd his intent, but through the means 


Of ſkill ſuperior, and of aid divine. 
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I that blank, vacant ſeaſon of the year, 

When weary Buſineſs ſmooth'd her brow ſevere, 
When lords and commons were retit'd to reſt, 
And care no longer fill'd each patriot breaſt, 

When geeſe were doom'd to bleed at Michael's ſhrine, 


And punctual tenants had free leave to dine, 


A certain merry monarch was inclin'd 


To try the various humours of mankind. 


His royal mandate iſſued to convene 


Enough to fill, but not to crowd, the ſcene, 


Vor, II: M They 
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They came—and, ſeated in his regal chair, 
The king bade each in turn prefer his pray'r; 
And, if conſiſtent, he would freely grant 
An inſtant remedy for ev'ry want. 
For places, not a few addreſs'd the throne, 
Which might be fill'd by deputies alone: 
But moſt for penſions rais d their eager voice, 
And ſhew'd their wiſdom in ſo wiſe a choice. 
The monarch 'frown'd—when ſtraight a form aroſe 
Who ſeem'd his royal temper'to-compoſe. 
So droll' his dreſs— twas diicult to know 
Which moſt he ap d- the ſloven, or the beau. 
Bred to the forge, the anvil, and the vice, 
It can't be thought his garb was over - nice. 
Uncouth his figure yet athwart his mien 
The lines of genuine humour might be ſeen, 


Tywa⸗ 
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»Twas flenee all Lundaunted ftood the man, 
And leering archly thus his fait began: | 
Let not, my licge; this form your eyes dffend, 
Since I, who did not make it, cannot mend. 

I come not here with miniſterial views, | 


Your ever-gracious +66dheſs to abuſe. 
I want not, mighty ſovereign! ts be made 
Firſt lord of treaſuty; er Kft lord of trade: 
Nor (void ef all Ambition) de 1 feel 
The leaſt emotion for the privy ſea}. 
Whilſt ale my cup; and mutton fills ay plate, 
Who will, may ſtrut prime miniſter of Rate, 
Not that I think my talents ate ſo mall, 
But I could match, if not ſurpaſs *em all : 
Yet when theſe poſts are fill: d, tis underſtool 
The holder His tem fot the public good. 

M 2 | Alas! 


= = - __— . 
— OO — —— 


164 The IRON LEG. 


Alas! *tis no ſuch thing—who runs, may ſee 
That each regards his office for the fee. 
Move but the fiſhes and the loaves away, 
In each department *twould be holiday: 

I form no wiſh where lazineſs takes part, 
Work is the pride and pleaſure of my heart. 
A Blackſmith I—and an expert one too, 

As ever made, or ever fix'd a ſhoe; 

And therefore, all your faithful ſervant begs 
Is that your ſubjects may wear Iron Legs, 
That I the maker ſole may be decreed 


By patent, which will ratify the deed, 


For what without a patent can ſucceed?” 


Surpriſe unuſual fill'd the monarch's breaſt, 
Who aſk'd..the reaſon of this odd requeſt. 
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To him, the blackfinith—# Sire, it is well known 


That human legs of fleſh, and hollow bone, 
Subject to accidents have always been, 

And what ſo painful as a broken ſhin! 
He, whom an Iron-leg-and-foot adorns, 


Fears not the gout, nor dreads the twitch of corns. 


Crowd-circl'd, no embarraſſment he knows 
From the rude rabble treading on his toes. 

He with his hardy foot, O mighty fire! * 
When there's no poker, can ſtir up the fire; 
For want of fork, can toaſt his cheeſe with glee, 
And broil the tender beef-ſteak on his knee. 
Befides—what great advantage would this bar, 


*Gainſt gun-ſhot wounds, prove to the Britiſh tar !” 

And how *twould gall our foes to hear it ſpoke, 

They've Legs of Iron to their Hearts of Oak !” 
He 
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He ended When, forthwith a ſurgeon roſe 
This wild, prepoſterous mation to oppoſe. 


| Ere yet the indentures of the bay were made, 

That bound him faſt ta the difſeQing trade, 

| In the ſhrewd father, was't not ſhrewdly done 

With carcaſs-butchers to entruſt his ſon > 

That he might have ſame knowledge of the knife, 

And ſteel his heart againſt the cries of life ; 

That he might learn, on fo humane a plan, 

By fliceing animals to flice a man. 

But ſince to hoſpitals the poor are ſent 

In ſhoals, as ſubjects for experiment, 

What great occafion for the butcher's aid 

To teach the uſes of the ſharpen d blade 
Thithe: 
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Thither the tyros, of the art repairs, | 
And learn the various modes of carving there: 7 
Alike to them, ſo callous are they, grown, 
A patient's wailing, ox a, bullock's. moan. - 


Erect and ne of Galen ſtood, 

Thrice ſmell'd his cane his cane of clouded wood; 
Then thus. O King! let pity ſway. your breaſts 
Nor grant this. Mulciber his harſh requeſt. 
If ſo—haow ſcanty, will our bus neſa be! 
Farewell the viſit | and farewell. the fee! 
Of all the limbs moſt liable to paing 
The leg, perhaps, affords the greateſt gain. 
Scarce rolls a day, but patients on me call, 
With knees or ancles damag d by, a fall; 
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And I can now, as all my brethren know, 
Subſiſt a twelvemonth on a batter'd toe. 
Inſtead of ſoft emollients to the part, 2 

We try the utmoſt of our cauſtic art; 

For ſhould th'aflicted patient not endure 

Some pain, he'd think too lightly of the cure ; 
And from this ancient practice ſhould we ſwerve, 
One half or more o'th* faculty would ftarve. 
Now ſhould your majeſty ſo far deſcend . 

As to approve yourſelf this blackſmith's friend, 
Adieu the probe, the ſciſſars and the knife, 
And ev'ry inſtrument to torture life ! / 

The cut tranſverſe or long, the flaſh aſkew, 
Adieu! and all our modeſt fees adieu 

We ſhall not live, as we have liv'd before, 


F or amputation then will be no more,” 
| Hs 
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He ſaid—and, indignation riſing high, 

Full on the blackſmith roll'd his vengeful eye. 
Nay, if we credit what report hath ſaid, 

(And here ſome little credit ſhould be paid) 

His very wig look'd wrath—and ftrange to tell! 

In larger curves eack-backde ſeem'd to ſwell. . 


7 "#- alin tFec 
ol | 1. 3” . 
So the dire ſnakes amidſt Meduſa's rage 


But why recur we to the claſſic page 

For ſimilies but little underſtood, 

Since a domeſtic one is full as good _ 

30 ſhould ſome wag inflame ſome cook with ire, 
Who, frowning, fries the ſauſage o'er the fire, 
The cook not only vents his oaths accurſt, 


But e' en the ſauſage hiſſes, till it burſt, 
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With ö een 
His bob freſh-powder'd, and new. reap'd his beard, 
In ſpruce array/his Eminence was dreſt, 

And ee ehe glittzr'd on his break 


« O King | ſaid he, how much ſhall I bewail 
My fortune, ſhould the blackſmith's ſuit prevail! 
Six children have I, and a teeming wife, 

For whom I labour up the hill of life. 


Times are ſo hard, . that I can ſcarce.afford | 
With filver ſervices to deck my board, | 
And Pm oblig'd (fad eaſe l) when-c'er E cat | 
To fit.conteated down. to butcher's meat, 
Nor can I welcome ey'ry. coming gueſt, 
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With more than Liſbon, or than Port at beſt. 
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Six weeks (tormepting tought |) are gane and path 
Since I with, Burgundy regal's my take. 

Six weeks are vaniſh d, finee the ſoreſt haynchs 
Floating in jelly, fil d wy growing punch. 
Paunch I muſt have, O Soxerciga1 os defpaig 

Of ever gracing th aldermanic chair. 

For what's an alderman, unleſs full-fed ! 

Better by far for him to want a bead ' 


Than want a belly. Ist not corpulenes 


Which marks that character as much as ſenſe? 
Muſt L in future then, muſt L forbear 
To think on any thing but vulgar fare? 
Renounce all dainties and exchange, with grief, 
The fat of ven ſon for the fat of beef. 
Give up, in fight of Bacchus, and his gurt. 
The ſmack of Claret far the (mack of Part? 

It 
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It muſt be ſo Then farewell every wiſh 

Each ardent longing for each ſumptuous difh | 
Adieu the Claret's renovating juice 

Which I was wont in common to produce! 
The ſcene is chang'd, and ſhould the Iron-leg 
Take place, alas! I muſt be forc'd to beg. 
Nor is this all—the evil will invade 

The very vitals of the ſtocking- trade. 

I ſpeak, I plead not for myſelf alone, 

But for the good of ev'ry trading town. 

For ſhould this Vulcan's harſh requeſt prevail, 


What ſhoals of weavers muſt deſpair in jail ! 
Then grant it not, O King ! but eaſe their fears, 
Or elſe all Nottingham will be in tears, 

And juftly mourn their moſt unhappy doom, 


To ſee the forge triumphant o'er the loom.” 
He 
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He paus'd when lo oung Gi pant appear'd, 
And beg'd the royal favour to be heard, 

No vulgar 1 but an accompliſh'd beau, 

A very je amy from top to toe. 

Prick'd by an awl, his Regie never bled, 

And his ſoft hands ne'er touch'd a wenn thread. 
«© May't,pleaſe your majeſty” but here he fail'd, 
A peri- ſtaltic motion ſo prevail'd, | 
That caus'd the youth's precipitate retreat, 

Swift, as poor ##*#*+# from the battle's heat. 
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From Birmingham, a vaſt laborious crew 
Of bucklemakers next ſtood full in view: . 
Uproſe his kingſhip then, inflam'd with ire, 

« Whilſt from his eyeballs flaſh'd the living fire.“ 


'« Hence 
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te Renee from my fight; he ſaid, I'll rear no more. 
Nor dare my aid in future to implere. 

Ye know mot What you uafk--Hlence, one and all, 
And each attend unto his proper call; 
Form no romantic caftte in the air, 
Leſt it may prove an Iron leg affair. 

Wall bach the black fifth fatiriz'd mankind, 
For this keen jeſt, I feel myſelf inclin'd 

To do him fer 
Approach, chou fon of Vulcan ! und receive 


Thoſe honours which thy King is pleas'd to give. 

Let Fame, with Gladheſs, trumpet forth the news- 
Henceforwand be thvu blackſmith cn the fe- | 
And more, thy amtchieſs merit to tequite, b 
Know all che world, chat here 1 dub thee Knight.” 
He 
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He paus d— and on his brawny ſhoulder laid, 

In ſolemn ſtate, the title-giving blade. 

« Riſe up, Sir Iron-Leg—defy your foes” — 

Sir Iron kiſs'd the royal hand, and roſe. 

The reſt with looks, that teſtify'd diſmay, 

Slow from the Preſence took their mournful way. 
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